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Once upon a time, in the mystical faraway kingdom of Mocha, there was a wise old wizard named Torben. 
Torben had a son, a handsome young man by the name of Lars. Lars was training to be a wizard but his real 
passion lay in playing the drums. He was in a band called Metallica and his other passion was his best friend, 
the singer and leader of the band. 


One beautiful, sunny day, Lars was sitting in a woodland glade with said passion, the farm boy named James 
Hetfield They were eating cookies and drinking lemonade and discussing important matters, befitting of a great 


wizard's son. 


"James, did you know that Steve Harris or Iron Maiden has won the Intergalactic Tombstoning Championships 
for the fifth year running? Lars said eagerly. 


James took a gulp of lemonade. "Wow, that's really something, huh?" he said. "What did he jump off this time?" 
"The Pier of Doom", said Lars, his green eyes wide with awe. 

James gasped. 

"No fucking way! Ya mean the Pier that's a thousand feet about the Ocean of Terror?" 

"Yeah". 

"The Pier that is guarded by terrifying fire-breathing dragons?" 

"Uhuh". 

"The Pier that is right next to that Evil Wizard Phartronicus' Castle?" 

"Yes James, Steve has sure got balls, eh?" 


James frowned and nodded. He'd heard many tales about Phartronicus and all of them were horrifying. He 


would have rather have seen Lord Kirk Hammett naked and have to face off against Phartronicus. 
"James?" Lars gazed up at his buddy intently 

"Yeah?" 

"If you had to do all of that to save me from a terrible fate, would you do it?" 


"Yes, of course". James didn't even hesitate. "You're my best buddy and I'd do anything for you, you know 
that". 


Lars beamed and flung his arms around James. 
"Awwwww, thank you. You're my hero, James!" 


James grinned and hugged Lars back Just because he wouldn't willingly CHOOSE to face Phartronicus didn't 


mean that he wouldn't do it to save Lars, if the need arised. 
Lars ruffled James fluffy hair. "What else would you do for me, Jamie?" 
James thought about it. "I'd dress up in drag and let Megadeth throw soggy fruit at me". 


"Ooooh!" Lars was impressed. He began to giggle. "How about.would you fight every monster that has been 
created in the history of the universe?" 


“Sure thing kid". 


Lars sighed with happiness. "And if | ended up trapped in the Underworld, would you venture down there to 
free my immortal soul?" 


"No problemo!" said James, eating another cookie. 


Lars smiled and drank some more lemonade. For a moment, the two lads were quiet. Then Lars spoke again 


There was a serious, thoughtful expression on his face. 
"James." 

"Yeah?" 

"James", Lars began again. "Would you..” 


"JAMES!" A voice called from behind them, breaking the tender moment. James jumped and Lars nearly spilt 


his lemonade. Mr Newsted, the farm owner was walking towards them, wearing an impatient expression. 


"James, how long have you had for your dinner break?" he asked. "I walked past here an hour ago to check on 


the Jellybean seedlings and you were still here, scoffing sweets and yakking to your mate". 
‘Oops, sorry Boss", said James. 


"Hm, that's alright", said Mr Newsted. "But come along now. It's a hot day you need to water those poor seeds. 
Our Jellybean crop was excellent last year and | would like it to be even better this time". 


"Sure", said James, getting to his feet. "tll get right on with it now". 

"Good", said Mr Newsted and he set off again to check out the rest of the farm. 
James and Lars looked at each other. James shrugged and grinned sheepishly. 
‘Uh well, | guess | better get on with my work ten". 


"Yeah", Lars smiled back. "And | should get back to the Tower. | expect my Dad will want me to study boring 


old wizard books". 
‘Oh well", said James. "It'll be cool when you can cast spells, huh?" 


Lars smiled and nodded. He picked up the empty cookie box and glass bottles, to take back with him so as not 
to litter. Just as he was about to leave, James spoke to him again. 


"Say Lars? What was the last thing you were gonna ask me about stuff I'd do for ya?" 


Lars brightened up. He was about to speak, when he noticed Mr Newsted in the distance, glaring in their 


direction. 
"Heheh, lIl tell you when we hang out again, OK". 


"Sure", said James. "See ya tonight Lars". Lars gave him the thumbs up and James watched his little buddy 
walk off towards the Tower. Then he set off himself, in search of a watering can for the thirsty little 


Jellybean seeds. 
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Later that day, after he had finished work, James was up in his bedroom, playing his guitar while he waited 
for tea to be ready. James loved music and played every day, even when Metallica didn't have a practise 
session He had had a tough childhood and his Mom had died when he was only lb. James had been playing since 
he was about Il and he knew that music offered him comfort and by losing himself in his playing; it had helped 
him get through the hardest times of his younger days. 


After a few more minutes of playing, James paused and gazed down at his guitar. It was a Gibson Les Paul; a 
beautiful white guitar with a perfectly shaped neck and body. The wood finish was exquisite. The strings felt as 
soft as silk to play but produced the most ass-kicking sound ever. It was James' most prized possession, the 
only item he owned that he wouldn't let anybody else touch. In fact, he would become anxious even if others 
breathed on it. 


"James!" the voice of his Aunt Penny called up the stairs. "Tea's nearly ready dear". 


‘OK Auntie, I'm coming", James called back. He unplugged his guitar and then carefully placed it back in its case; 
giving it one final loving pat before closing the lid and heading downstairs. 


James opened the living room door and padded inside. His Uncle Bernard was sitting in a comfy chair by the 
fire, reading the Mocha Gazette. The headline was grim and James winced as he saw those terrible words 
printed in bold black ink 

SHORTAGE OF OOLONG TEA CONTINUES 

"Oh Uncle, still bad news about the tea then?" James said. 

Uncle Bernard lowered his paper and sighed. 

"Yes lad. It's dire news alright and doesn't sound like it's going to get any better". 


"Does it say why there is a shortage?" James asked. 


"No, not really. Just that the Tea Plants won't grow and the Kingdom's tea supply is running so low that it's 


rationed to one cup per person per year". 


"Ugh, that sucks!" said James. 


Aunt Penny entered the room, carrying a silver tray, laden with teacups and custard cream biscuits. 
"Now now boys, let's keep our spirits up", she said. "We still have normal tea so there's one blessing’. 


"Ah, you're right, my dear", said Uncle Bernard. But even as he took his cup, James knew that his family were 
all thinking exactly the same thing. 


But.its just not the same! 

*Everybody*® in the Kingdom of Mocha liked Oolong tea the best. It was the most delicious, fragrant, lovely, 
awesome, invigorating, robustly healthy drink known to every race and creature in Mocha. It could cure 
everything from acne to styes in the eye and anybody drinking the fabled brew because happy, peaceful and 


felt as if the world was made from rainbows, unicorns, kittens and marshmallows. 


Its such a terrible shame", said Aunt Penny. "Only the King of Mocha is able to grow Oolong tea. He is a good 


king too and he sells it cheap and gives it free to poor people. But now there is none and everyone is sad". 
"Why can't anybody else grow it?" James asked, nibbling a custard cream. 


Aunt Penny looked mysterious. "Nobody knows. It is rumoured that Oolong tea with only grow for those with 


royal blood. Other rumours are that the tea is enchanted and needs a special kind of magic for its propagation’. 


‘It sure seems like magic", said James, wistfully remembering the splendiferous tea he had so enjoyed weeks 


ago. "| hope that." His words were interrupted by a frantic hammering at the front door. 
"Bloody hell!" exclaimed Uncle Bernard. "Who's knocking the bloody door off its hinges?" 


"Maybe it's the Town Crier, come to tell us the tea is growing again’, suggested James. He scrambled up and 
hurried to the door, curious to see who was calling. 


James opened the door and his bassist and close friend Cliff nearly feel over the threshold. 
"Cliff" James gasped. "What's up buddy?" 


"James! Oh man, its awful, ya gotta come with me dude". Cliff's normally calm demeanour (brought about by 


smoking copious amounts of weed) was shaken 
"Why? What's wrong?" 


"Its Lars!" Cliff exclaimed. He's cursed!" 
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Torbens Tower 

Lars looked so beautiful when he was asleep. 

Lying in his carved wooden bed, his soft brown hair was tumbled across a plump pillow. Long eyelashes covered 
his eyes. He snuffled a little and his hand, resting on the eiderdown, twitched, as if he was playing the drums in 
a dream. 

James turned away; eyes screwed up tightly so that no tears could leak out. 

"What exactly happened?" Lord Kirk Hammett was asking the Great Wizard Torben. "Why won't Lars awaken?" 
"He is under a powerful and evil spell", Torben said sadly. "He pricked his finger on a splinter on one of his new 
drum sticks. | have analysed the cursed splinter and it seems that the spell was created by the Dark Wizard 
Phartronicus". 


"Oh man, that sucks", muttered Cliff. 


"Indeed", agreed Torben. "| have used my most powerful magic to destroy the splinter and the drum sticks as 


well. But, great wizard that | am, none of my spells can come even close to breaking the curse". 
Wiping his eyes, James turned back round to face the others. He only had to look at Torben, with his 
exhausted demeanour and dark circles under his eyes to know that the wizard hadn't slept since the accident 


and that he had probably spent every moment since searching for a cure but with no avail. 


"Isn't there anything that anybody can do?" Jason Newsted, the farmer, asked. "How about our King? He is a 


very wise and powerful ruler; can he break the spell?" 

"No, not even he can free Lars from this curse", said Torben. "However, speaking of the King, there is hope". 
He patted Lars gently on the forehead, smoothing his damp hair back. 

If you gentlemen will come downstairs with me, we shall take tea in the Tea Chamber and | will explain more". 
Five minutes later, Torben and the others were sitting at a polished wooden table in the Tea Chamber, drinking 
a comforting brew from Willow patterned cups. Sadly it was not Oolong but instead a flavourful variety of 
green tea from the Eastern lands. They had biscuits too, custard creams and jammie dodgers but James, still 


sad about Lars, could hardly eat a thing. 


"Now." said Torben, sipping at his tea. "After studying many ancient texts and arcane books, | came across a 


valuable piece of information. Within the tome Historical Curses and How to Break Them, | discovered that Lars 


has been placed under and Eternal Sleep Spell". 
Cliff winced and James nearly dropped his tea cup at the thought of poor Lars slumbering for ever. 


‘Fortunately, there is a cure; a way to awaken my precious boy. To break the curse, the spellbound one has to 


be kissed by a prince". 


This time, James did drop his tea cup. Luckily, Torben had anticipated this and with a wave of his ebony wand, 
his levitated the cup, tea and all, safely back onto the table. 


"Cooll" said Cliff. 
"A prince?" enquired Jason 
"Not a princess?" remarked Kirk. 


"No, it has to be a prince", said Torben "And therein lies the second problem. Our King has seven daughters 
but not one single son’. 


"Stupid sexist counter spell", muttered James. 

For a moment, everybody was silent, contemplating what to do next. Cliff rolled up a joint, as getting stoned 
helped him to think of good ideas. Kirk sipped his tea in a lordly manner. Jason patted James comfortingly on 
the shoulder. 

"Hm, what about a prince from another Kingdom?" Kirk finally said. "Such as the Eastern Kingdom of Tehtlee?" 
"No good’, sighed Torben. "The Emperor there has five daughters and no sons’. 

"They have lovely green tea there", remarked Cliff, puffing on his joint. 

"Yes, this is where my tea came from’, said Torben 

"Yeah", Cliff agreed. Suddenly, something clicked into place in James’ mind 

Shortage of Oolong tea The King needs help. A quest! 

"Torben, sir", he blurted out. "Is it possible for somebody to BECOME a prince?" 


Torben gazed at James curiously. 


"How do you mean, young man?" 


"Well, like in story books!" James put his cup down so he could flap his hands in excitement. "You know, when a 


young guy does an epic quest and the King rewards him by making him a prince. Would our King do something 
similar to that?" 


"Hmmm... Torben's gaze became more hopeful. "That is a very good point James. Indeed, | don't see why that 
couldn't happen". 


"If the King needed a hero", Kirk added on. "If he has troubles at the moment." 
"If the Kingdom is in dire peril", said Jason. 
"And who would be such a hero?" Cliff grinned at James and James felt excitement rise within. 


‘| will do it!" he said. "I'll visit the King and beg of him a quest. I'll go this very day". James smiled at Torben, 
his eyes shining. "Torben, sir..your son Lars shall be saved!" 
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James stared up at the castle in front of him; filled with awe. Mocha Castle was a splendid dwelling; made from 
a warm orange stone. When the evening sun shone on its walls, the stones burned with a fiery hue. A flag with 


an image of a Flying V guitar was flying from the tallest towers, showing that the King was at home. 


Two guards approached the portcullis, dressed in polished armour and carrying halberds. They operated some 
unseen mechanism and slowly, the portcullis began to open James waited patiently until it was completely 


raised and the guards nodded at him and beckoned him inside. 
"His Majesty will see you immediately", said the guard with fluffy brown curls and liquid eyes. 
"T-thank you", gulped James, a little nervous but determined to make a good impression 


The guards led James inside; across the courtyard and towards the main keep. More guards stood outside here 


and having expected James, they quickly allowed him in. 


Inside, the castle was even more impressive. The floor was tiled with polished marble squares of alternating 
black and white. Magnificent paintings of famous rock musicians hung on the walls and a beautiful fountain of 
fresh tea played at the end of the main hallway. James was led down this corridor then through a round 
orange door. Up a flight of polished wooden stairs they went, then along another corridor with shimmering 


sapphire wallpaper and finally, the guards stopped outside a triangle shaped red door. 


"The Throne Room", announced the guard with darker hair and a moustache. "Prepare yourself, young man. You 


are about to meet our magnificent and awesome king!" 


James nodded and brushed his hair back, trying to look tidier. The guards pressed a small panel by the side of 
the door and the door slid open. James tucked in his shirt and checked that the zip was up on his jeans. The 


guards led him inside the Throne Room and the door closed behind them with a soft zumming noise. 


James gazed round, taking in his new surroundings. There, sitting directly opposite him on a splendid throne was 
a man who he knew to be the King. He had lots and lots of wavy ginger hair, hazel eyes and a bit of an 
amused smirk on his face. He was wearing an Iron Maiden t shirt and faded jeans and was holding a golden 


Fender Stratocaster. 


James found himself in the presence of the good king, Dave Mustaine the First. 


AE III II IE IE IK 

"Hi there, James, isn't it?" Dave said. 

"Greetings, Your Majesty", said James, bowing low. /ts Dave from Megadeth! 
"Oh, call me Dave", said Dave. "Formalities are so awkward, don't ya think?" 
"Uh sure..Dave". 


"Better", said Dave. He turned to a young man who was sitting next to him; a guy with honey brown hair and a 


sweet face. "Junior, uh, | mean Advisor Ellefson. Offer our guest a drink please?" 
"Sure", said Advisor Ellefson. He smiled at James. "What would you like, James? A pint of beer? A cup of tea?" 


"Ohh, beer please", said James. He didn't often get to drink beer at home and didn't want to pass up the 
opportunity. 


"Certainly", said Advisor Ellefson He went over to a mini bar on the east side of the Throne Room. There, he 
poured three pints of foamy beer; just looking at them made James’ mouth water. 


"Here we are", said Junior, carrying the tray over and setting it down on a glass topped table. "Help yourself 


James". 


"Thanks", said James, picking up the nearest glass and drinking form it. The beer was as delicious as it looked 


and super refreshing too. 
Dave and Junior drank some of theirs too, then Dave put his glass down and grinned at James. 
"Ok kid, so how can | help ya?" 


Feeling shy but determined, James quickly told Dave or the plight of poor Lars. Dave and Junior listened 


solemnly and gravely. 


"And so the only thing that can wake Lars up is if a prince kisses him", James finished. "But there are no 


princes. So um." he blushed.. 
"Yeah, go on’, said Dave, taking another gulp of beer. 


"Uh, well | know its really cheeky of me and | know that you don't know what kind of guy | am and all but its 


for Lars after all and also his father, Torben, who is a Great Wizard so..couldyourmakemeaprinceplease?" James 
blurted out the last part, turning beetroot red in the process. 


Dave blushed too. "Steady on kid", he said. "I've tried seven times and no luck yet. Besides, my wife has a 


headache". 


"Oh no, | didn't mean literally!" James exclaimed and Advisor Ellefson giggled. "I mean, can you make me, James 
Hetfield into a prince?" 


Dave gazed at James' earnest face and sighed. 


"Ya know, if | could | would. Anything to help out Torben and his son. But | can't. Not just like that. l'm a 


rockstar, not a genie”. 

James’ face fell. 

Dave pointed to his golden Stratocaster. 

"James, that's my special royal guitar", he explained. "With that, | can knight men and ladies and also make 
princes or princesses". James eyed up the guitar with interest. "However.." Dave continued. "Because it's 
magical, | can't just wave it at any old people. Nothing would happen’. 


"Oh! But what if | did a quest for you?" James offered. 


"Now, that's different", said Dave. "Then you would prove yourself to be a brave, gallant hero (well, providing 


that you succeeded and didn't die)". 


"Then | shall do a quest!" James said eagerly. "I will succeed and prove that | am worthy of the honour of 


princedom". 


"Sure kid’, said Dave, smiling again. "I have a perfect one for ya How about the Quest to Save the Oolong Tea?" 
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"James, | am gonna trust ya here", said Dave. "I'm gonna tell you the secret behind the Oolong tea. Do you 


swear on your honour as a rock musician that you won't tell another soul?" 
James put his hand on his guitar. "| swear!" 


"Awesome!" said Dave. "Not that it would matter if ya did say, as you'll soon find out. | just wanted to make 
sure that you were trustworthy’. 


"Yes, of course | am", said James. "Please, tell me the secret". 

Dave nodded. "Very well". 

"Do you know what Oolong actually means?" 

"Uh, no". 

"It means Black Dragon’, said Dave. "And, do ya know WHY it's called this?" 

James shook his head. 

"HAI It's because Oolong tea will only grow in the presence of real dragons’. 

James gasped. "Real dragons?" 

"That's it, kid! And not just in their presence either. They gotta sing to it". 

James stared at Dave, his heart overflowing with the excitment of the knowledge that he had just recieved. 
"The dragons sing to the tea seedlings", Dave explained. "And then they grow and flourish. Within weeks, they 
have bloomed into awesome tea plants, ready to be harvested to make our ace drink of Oolong tea that 
everybody is crazy about". 

"Wow!" James breathed. "Singing dragons!" 

Dave nodded, then slumped down back onto his throne. 


"Yeah and they won't sing any more". 


James was dismayed. "B-but why not?" 


"The dragons belong to my youngest daughter. They are really shy creatures and will only sing if she sings 
along with them". 


"She has a beautiful voice", Advisor Ellerfson explained. "Which was inhereited from her father". 

"And she won't sing either", said Dave. "Or rather, she can't sing anymore". 

"She was always so happy", Dave continued. "She had everything a teenager could want. However, tradegy 
struck! Something dreadful happened and it has depressed her so much that she has lost her singing voice. She 


can no longer sing to the dragons. So the tea plants are tiny seedlings and won't grow at all. 


Of course, it sucks that nobody can have Oolong tea anymore. But the real tradegy here is that my daughter 


is so sad". 


Dave hung his head. James felt dreadful. What was tea, no matter how lovely, if somebody had lost the will to 


sing? 
"What happened?" James asked softly. 
Dave scowled and gritted his teeth. 


"It was terrible. So awful that | can barely speak of it even now. Perhaps it would be better if you were to talk 
to my daughter about it". 


"Yes, | will do that", said James at once. 


“Alright then’, said Dave. Draining his glass of beer, he got to his feet. Advisor Ellefson patted Dave on the 


arm. 
"Yeah, Junior?" 

"Um, Dave? Look at James a minute". 

Dave did so. James squirmed under his intense gaze. Then Dave turned back to Advisor Ellefson. 
"Yes", he said quietly. "You're right". 

Advisor Ellefson nodded, a small smile on his face. 


"A boy with blonde hair and blue eyes, who plays guitar", he said, as if quoting from a book ro reciting a spell. 
"He must be noble and pure of spirit". 


Dave smiled too. James blinked, wondering what the two Megadeth guys were talking about. 


"To fulfil his destiny and save the Kingdom, he must make the Ultimate Sacrifice", Dave continued. 
"The one who is The Compliment", Junior finished. 

They both looked at James. 

"Me?" said James, gaping. 

Dave put his arm around James’ shoulders and nodded, hope rekindled in his eyes. 


"Come on kid", he said. "We've got a quest to undertake!" 
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"Nick, Marty..guard the Throne Room well", Dave said to his two loyal guards. "Don't let any strangers in, they 
might nick the beer". 


"Of course, Your Majesty", Nick said. "Is something wrong?" 


"No, in fact everything may soon be coming very right", said Dave. "We're taking this guy to see my youngest 
daughter". 


Marty stared at James and his eye widened. 

"He's..so blonde and his eyes! Could he be." 

"We're hoping so", said Dave. Nick and Marty grinned at each other and Dave, Junior and James headed off 
down the corridor. This time they went in the opposite direction, right to the end of the corridor. Up another 
flight of stairs, past an opal carved into the shape of a tea cup and then they stopped outside a blue, octagon 


shaped door. 


"This is my daughter's room’, Dave said in almost a whisper. "She hasn't wanted any visitors lately but l'm 
sure she will be delighted to see The Compliment". 


Oh shit, its really me then? James thought, feeling overwhelmed. Whats so special about me? | don’t know magic 


and Im not a warrior. How can | be some sort of mythical chosen hero? 


Dave pressed a silver doorbell that played a riff from Rust in Peace. A voice, very like his but belonging to a 


girl called out. 
"Yes? Who is it?" 


Even if James had not been told by Dave that the princess was depressed, he would have guessed from the 


sad tone of her voice. He hung his head, feeling bad for her. 

Its me, your father", Dave called back. "And I've brought The Compliment with me!" 

For a moment, there was silence. A pin could have been heard landing in a pile of feathers. 

Then the door was flung open and a girl appeared. James gasped in true astonishment. She was obviously 
female, of course and her hair was longer then his. Her face was pale and she wore a pretty dress. However, 
apart from that, James could have been looking in a mirror. 

"Cynthia, this is James Hetfield", Dave said, indicating towards the blond boy. "James, you are in the presence 
of my youngest daughter, Princess Cynthia’. 
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James was about to bow, when Princess Cynthia rushed forwards, grabbed him and hugged him tightly. "Oh, it 
is youl" she squealed. "It has to be. We look like identical twins". Then she burst into tears. 


"Oh no, don't cry", begged James, feeling terribly awkward. Dave patted Princess Cynthia's arm in a comforting 


way. 
"There there, dear, it's all going to be alright now", he said. "James is here and he will make everything better". 


"Y-yes of course", said Princess Cynthia, drying her eyes on a pretty handkerchief that Advisor Ellefson 


passed to her. "I'm sorry; its just so much.." 
"You have nothing to say sorry for", said Dave gently. "What happened was terrible!" 
Princess Cynthia nodded and blinked her tears away. "Come inside", she said. "I'll make us some tea’. 


The lads followed Cynthia in through the door and James looked round in interest. The room was exactly how 
he imagined a princesses room to look; all purple and sparkly and shiny. There was a beautiful silver tea set on 
a glass table and bay windows overlooked the gardens below. Princess Cynthia seated James, Dave and Junior 


on a sky blue settee and then she put the kettle on to boil. 


James shuffled his feet a little; feeling self conscious at being in such a girly room. His eyes darted round, 
looking for something to catch his interest. Ah, there was a photograph in a frame, sitting on the bedside 
cabinet. It was of a radiant, smiling Princess Cynthia and she was hugging a serious looking knight with spiky 
blue hair. 


"Here, who is this guy in the photo?" James asked. Princess Cynthia looked towards him, gasped and started to 


cry again. 


‘Oh, oh, I'm sorry; | didn't mean to upset you!" James blurted out. Princess Cynthia looked as if she was about 
to faint but Dave caught her and gently rocked her in his arms. Advisor Ellefson rubbed her back and gave 
James a reassuring glance. 


Its alright, young man, you weren't to know", he murmured. 


Princess Cynthia gulped and struggled to compose herself. At last, she was able to sit up again and wiping her 


tears away, she spoke to James. 
"He was my boyfriend, Cyrus. He was a brave knight and | loved him very much. But he was slain in battle!" 


James suddenly had an image in his head of Lars, lying dead on a battlefield. His heart grew cold and he found 
it hard to breathe, as if all the oxygen had vanished from out of the room. 


"Uhh, I-l'm sorry that happened", he muttered. "That's awful. Did you..can you avenge his death by killing the 
other knight?" 


"It was no knight", said Princess Cynthia sadly. "It was something much, much worse!" 
James' mind raced, imagining creatures such as orcs and trolls. Princess Cynthia became overwhelmed again 
and hid her face in Dave's shoulder. Dave stroked her hair and when he spoke to James, his expression was 


grim. 


"It was the Evil Wizard, Phartronicus!" 
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If James had been alarmed before, now he was really terrified He remembered talking to Lars about 
Phartronicus the day before..now it felt like a lifetime ago. Yet, James was now even more determined to face 


the Evil Wizard, if that was what was required of him. 


"It was really horrible", said Dave. Cyrus was a skilled knight but one day, he got it into his head that he was 
going to defeat Phartronicus". 


"Nothing we could say or do could persuade him otherwise said Princess Cynthia "He set off one day and | 
bade him goodbye with a heavy heart. | secretly hoped he would defeat the Wizard or at least he would 


return unsuccessful but alive. But deep down, | knew the worst was nigh". 


Dave took a steadying breath. "I'm going to whisper into James’ ear what happened next’, he said to his 
daughter. "| know that if | say it out aloud, it was upset you greatly". 


Princess Cynthia gulped and nodded. Advisor Ellefson rubbed her back to comfort her. Dave leaned over to 
James, brushing his blonde hair away from his ear. James felt his fear growing again. What awful news was 


Dave about to tell him? 


“About two weeks after Cyrus had left, some evil knights turned up at Mocha Castle", he whispered. "They had 
brought Cyrus’ body..without a head!" 


It took all of James’ willpower to not gasp in horror. Princes Cynthia was hugging Junior and looking away. 
"Oh man!" James said softly. 


"Yeah, that was, well l'm running out of words to say how awful it was", Dave continued to whisper. "There 


was a letter too. | opened it and inside was just one line of text. With regards from the Evil Wizard Phartronicus’. 
James felt as if he was beginning to really hate Phartronicus. 
"Uh, what did you do after that?" he asked in a low voice. "Did ya send the dragons to roast him?" 


"They can't roast anybody", said Dave, now speaking in a normal voice again. “They're singing dragons, not fire 


breathing ones". 


"And they are very friendly and cute" Princess Cynthia added on. "They are pets, rather than fierce monsters’. 
"Um, yeah, | got it’, said James uncertainly. 

Dave hugged Princess Cynthia again, though by now she was looking much calmer. "I did have many knights 
volunteer to go and avenge Sir Cyrus", he continued. "| allowed twenty of my best knights to go and they 
returned three weeks later, all alive, thankfully’. 

"He didn't kill them?" James said in surprise. 


"He didn't find them", said Advisor Ellefson. "Or rather, they couldn't find Phartronicus' Castle". 


“They travelled to the Pier of Doom but there was no castle there", said Dave. "We reckon that either 


Phartronicus had made it invisible or he had moved it completely with magic’. 
"Ugh!" James shook his head. "What a coward he is!" 


Dave nodded and sighed. "Since then, I've been sending scouts to search for the Castle but they haven't had 
any luck either. Its vanished completely! And..well, that's the story so far". 


It sounds hopeless", said James. How could he defeat Phartronicus if he had now gone to ground, goodness 


knows where? Where was he even going to start with such a task? 

Then James steadied himself. He thought of the unhappy Princess. He thought of poor Lars, trapped in a Sleep 
Spell. A spell that Torben believed was the work of that arsehole of a Wizard too! James lifted his head; a 
steely glint in his eyes. 

"But..only wimps would think that. And James Hetfield is NOT a wimp!" 


"That's the spirit’, said Dave, giving James the thumbs up. Princess Cynthia and Advisor Ellefson beamed. 
"James Hetfield is The Compliment and the Prophecy says that he will be the one to defeat the Evil Wizard’. 


"And me as well", said Princess Cynthia eagerly. 
"Huh?" exclaimed James. 


‘lm in the Prophecy too", said Princess Cynthia. She caught Dave's eyes. "Father, we should show James the 
Ancient Mystical Texts". 


"We should indeed!" said Dave. "If he's gonna risk his life, it's only fair that he hears the Prophecy in fulll" 
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Dave turned to Advisor Ellefson. "Junior? Will you go up to the Tower of Mystique and fetch the Ancient 


Texts please?" 
"Sure", said Advisor Ellefson. "| won't be a minute". 


Advisor Ellefson left Princess Cynthia's room and Dave and Princess Cynthia tried to make James feel more at 
ease by telling him about the singing dragons. Apparently they liked metal a lot and knew all of Megadeth's 
songs by heart. 


James was just about to ask if they knew any Metallica songs when Advisor Ellefson returned, clutching a dark 


blue folder. He smiled and closed the door behind him. 
"Wow, that was quick", said Dave. "Thanks Junior". 


"It was no problem", said Junior. "Here we are then’. He handed the folder over to Dave. Dave opened it and 
took out a sheaf of papers, tied up with a faded red ribbon. James could see where they got their name from 


because they were indeed ancient. The papers were yellowed and crumbly and even as Dave unrolled them, 


small flakes fell off at the ends. 


It's quite boring but lean over and read it with me", said Dave. James leaned in close and Dave spread the 


papers out on his lap. 

James stared at the top sheet curiously. The letters were curly and fancy looking and the text was written in 
avery old fashioned way. It was difficult to read. Dave moved his hand down the page and pointed to a 
paragraph about half way down, 


"Here you go", he said. " The Prophecy regarding The Compliment: 


İt is said that in future days, the fair Kingdom of Mocha will be plagued by an Evil Wizard A Wizard who will bring 
much pain and sorrow during his reign. There will be two and only two who can defeat him. A beautiful princess; the 
seventh child of a good King. She will be kind to all animals and have a melodious singing voice. The other will be a 
boy with blonde hair and blue eyes, who plays guitar. He shall be noble and pure of spirit. To fulfil his destiny and 
save the Kingdom, he must make the Ultimate Sacrifice’. 


"What is the Ultimate Sacrifice?" James asked, almost in a whisper. 
It doesn't say", said Dave. "Hang on, there's more.. 


The Princess and the blonde boy must join together in a musical celebration, for only when the two are present 
and creating music, can the Evil Wizard be defeated". 


"I have to play my guitar at Phartronicus?" James said. 


| have to sing?" Princess Cynthia added and there was a look of doubt in her eyes. James guessed what she 
was thinking; that she was unable to sing since Phartronicus had murdered her boyfriend. 


‘It's alright dear, there's more still and this is the best bit", said Dave. "When the Princess and her Compliment 
Join together to battle the Evil Wizard, they will gain greater powers than he could ever imagine. Once he has been 
vanquished, all the hurt that he caused will be reversed.all that was bad will become good and the Kingdom of 
Mocha shall become peaceful and prosperous once more". 

Dave nodded and looked up from the parchment. 

"That's the Prophecy’. 


Advisor Ellefson smiled a little. James and Princess Cynthia stared at each other, both thinking the same thing. 


"All the hurt Phartronicus caused will be reversed", said James. "Does that mean Sir Cyrus will be made alive 


again?" 


"It sounds like it does", said Princess Cynthia, her eyes shining. She clasped her hands together. "And, the 


Kingdom will be prosperous once more; | shall be able to sing and the Oolong tea plants will flourish". 
James and the Princess smiled at each other. Then James turned to Dave. 


"I will take the Quest", he said. "And | swear by my life and soul, | shall not fail, or surrender both". 
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James sat on a small stool, next to Lars’ bed. Lars was still sleeping; looking more serene and sweet then ever. 
The early morning light shone in through a long window, adjacent to the bed, lighting Lars face up and giving 


him an ethereal appearance. 


"So that's the story so far", Lars, said James, stroking the little drummer's soft hair. "Me and Princess 
Cynthia are gonna go on this weird quest to save you and make her boyfriend alive again. We dunno where the 
Evil Wizard has gone to but King Dave and your Dad have given us up to date maps of the lands to the north 
of Mocha. Cus that's where Phartronicus' Castle originally was and they don't think he'll have gone far from 
there". 


James paused and checked his rucksack on the floor next to him. His maps were rolled up tightly inside, along 
with his spare garments, food supplies and drink. Next to his bag was his tent and leaning against this, was his 


more prized possession.his Gibson Les Paul. 


"Its odd, huh, Lars", James continued. "| dunno how we're meant to defeat Phartronicus with music but that's 
what the Prophecy said. Anyway, | couldn't bear to leave my guitar for weeks on end. | just hope we don't get 
attacked by orcs or anything like that cus | don't want it to get damaged". 


Lars snuffled in his sleep and squirmed about, before settling down again. James sighed. When Lars had first 
done that, he had felt excited, thinking that the little guy was about to awake. But he never did. Now James 
had just accepted the fact that it was something cute to watch but nothing to become excited over. 


"I think that you can hear me though, eh Larsie?" James asked, his tone hopeful. "Surely you can. | mean, 
sometimes when I'm asleep, if Uncle puts the radio on upstairs, sometimes | can hear the music in my dreams. 


And | know you're in a magical sleep but that doesn't mean you can't hear me". 

Lars' eyelids fluttered and James smiled a little. 

"Yeah, you can, | just know it. Um, | was really surprised that Aunt and Uncle were cool about me going. | 
thought they'd say no and be really worried but they were both proud. They spoke to my Boss too and 
explained everything to him. So, I'll still have my job when | get back". James put an emphasis on when He 
wanted Lars to be in no doubt at all that he would succeed. 

"They were worried of course but they understand how important this quest is and they are honoured that | 
am The Compliment’, said James, blushing a little. It still felt so weird, imagining himself to be so important. 
James generally didn't like lots of attention He was always so shy. 


"Aunt Penny packed me lots to eat and." James was interrupted by a knock at the door. 


"Yeah, come in", he called. 


The door opened and Lord Kirk Hammett entered the room. 

"Hi Kirk", said James brightly. 

"Hello James". Kirk nodded and smiled. "Are you ready to set off?" 
"Uh, sure", said James. "Just one minute.." 

He leaned over Lars and kissed him on the forehead. 


"Bye Lars", he said softly. "Next time, I'll be a prince when | do that and you'll wake up!" 
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James had to admit, he hated goodbyes. They were always so emotional and he felt uncomfortable when people 
cried and hugged each other. James thought that it would have been a good idea for everybody to have met 
up at the borders of the Kingdom for one massive goodbye, then it would have been over much quicker. 
Instead, they'd had farewells from Torben, Cliff's family and everyone at Mocha Castle. Now it was afternoon 
and James was so glad to be on the move. He stood with Lord Hammett, Princess Cynthia and Cliff on a hillside, 
overlooking the Kingdom. Mocha Castle was to the south, it's orange stone shining brightly in the sunlight. To 
the east was James' village and Mr Newsted's farm. To the west was Tea Town, with its bustling market and 
fields of tea plants. The river Buttermilk wound its way around Tea Town, passing near by Mocha Castle and 
the bottom side of Newsted's farm, before vanishing into the distance, making its way south to the sea. 


"Well this is it then", said Lord Hammett, showing the youngsters his map. This hill is the northern limits of 
Mocha. Once we descend to the far side, we'll be outside the Kingdom and in the wild lands. 


"Cooll" said Cliff. "'ve never been outside the Kingdom before. | wonder what it's like?" 


"Hmm, | have", said Lord Hammett. "It's quite safe and civilised for, | would say, a radius of fifty miles. Then, 
the further north we go, the more dangerous we will find the road". 


"Awesome", said Cliff, sounding totally relaxed. James wished he felt as confident as Cliff or that he was as 


experienced as Lord Hammett. He glanced across at Princess Cynthia and noticed that she looked nervous too. 
"How far is, uh or maybe | should say was, Phartronicus' Castle?" James asked her, trying to put her at ease. 


‘lm not sure", said Princess Cynthia. "My father says it is about a week's journey on foot but that depends on 
the weather". 


"Are we likely to have bad weather?" James asked. It was only September and the sun was still hot, although 


the nights had started to turn cold. 
"| don't think so here", said Princess Cynthia. "But we may do, the further north we go". 


"That is true", said Lord Hammett. "Also, Mocha Kingdom resides in a valley so as we travel, we'll be going up 
in altitude as well. 


‘| like snow", Cliff grinned. "It looks so pretty. | bet Phartronicus hates it. He probably likes stuff like charred 
landscapes and big hailstones and poison pits and all evil stuff". 


"Poison pits?" James said. 

"Yeah, with all this green poisonous slime in’, said Cliff. 

"Ew, yeah", said James. "Do you think he's got pits with spikes in too?" 

"Yeah, hundreds", said Cliff. "And pits with spikes in that are tipped with poison". 

"Come on, lets get moving", said Lord Hammett. "We don't want to scare ourselves". 

The three teenagers followed Lord Hammett down the hill, discussing hypothetical pits, which became more and 
more gruesome over time. By the time they had reached the base of the hill, Princess Cynthia had convinced 
the boys that Phartronicus had a pit containing zombie dragons with teeth likes knives, claws like scimitars and 
a chameleon like tongue that could reach out and strangle a troll. 

"Yeah", Cliff was saying eagerly. "And | bet they breathe molten lava, no, wait! Poisonous molten lava!" 

"We're here", said Lord Hammett, in a grand voice. 

"Where?" the other three exclaimed, looking around for evil castles or deadly pits. 


"At the borders of Mocha’, Lord Hammett replied. 


"Oooh!" said James. He stepped forwards, over a tussock of grass. "Hahaha, | win! | beat you guys, l'm first 
outta the Kingdom!" 


"James, I've been out before", Lord Hammett said patiently. 
"So have |, on errands with my father", said Princess Cynthia. 
"You beat me dude", said Cliff cheerfully. 


"Awesome", said James and he and Cliff high fived. 


"Lets go then’, said Lord Hammett, stepping forward too. "Our adventure is about to begin’. 
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James followed after Lord Hammett and the others, looking round and taking in his surroundings. Leaving Mocha 


for the first time was a momentous occasion and James wanted to remember every moment of it. 


The truth was, outside of Mocha seemed very similar to inside of it, at least for the moment. The grass was 


the same, the trees were the same, the sky was the same. 


"IFs not very wild yet", James said to Lord Hammett, after they had been walking about twenty minutes. "Are 


we gonna be attacked by orcs or goblins soon?" 

"Not this close to the borders, silly", Lord Hammett replied. 

"OK then How far have we gone?" 

"About two miles". 

"Um, yeah", said James. 

The adventurers walked on for a couple of hours, before stopping for a bite to eat and a drink Then the 
continued north, following Lord Hammetts map. They passed a couple of farms and crossed over a small 
stream, via a stone bridge. The sun sank towards the horizon, turning the western sky red and gold. James, 
Cliff and Princess Cynthia began to discuss Phartronicus again, wondering what other horrors he would have 
around his castle. 

"| think a moat of poisonous slime", said Cliff. 


"Definitely", said James. "With spikes in the bottom of it". 


"And dragons living under the slime, who are immune to poison and have such tough skin that the spikes don't 


stick in them", said Princess Cynthia. 


"You three are going to give yourselves nightmares’, said Lord Hammett. "Anyway, itll be getting dark soon so 


we had better look for a suitable place to camp". 


James and the others walked on a little way until they came across a wooded area The trees had not yet lost 


their leaves, therefore offering protection against the night air, which was beginning to turn chilly. 


"We'll camp just inside of this wood", said Lord Hammett. "That will provide us with shelter and also keep us 


hidden, just in case there is danger about". 


So the adventurers set up their tents and after a quick supper, they turned in for the night. James had the 


first watch, which he didn't mind as he was too excited to sleep. Even though nothing interesting had happened 
yet, he was just simply enjoying the novelty of being in a new area 


James sat on an old log outside of his tent; alert for any signs of danger. The air was still and quiet and a 
gentle breeze was blowing from the east. Leaves floated down off the trees, leaving gaps in the foliage. 
Through these gaps, James could see the night sky; deep blue with silver stars twinkling here and there. 


Everything was peaceful and pleasant. 


After a few minutes of sitting still, James began to feel cold. He was about to fetch his blanket from inside his 
tent, when he heard a noise. A strange noise. 


What was that? James held his breath and listened carefully. It wasn't a bat or an owl. It was somebody 
talking! He was sure of it. 


Yes, it was impossible to make out any words but it was definitely a human voice. There was a pause and then 


it spoke again No, wait! That was a different voice; pitched slightly lower. 

The voices were coming from within the woods. They were also getting louder, which meant that whoever it 
was, they were getting closer. James went over to Cliffs tent and opened the entrance flap. He saw Cliff, 
curled up in his sleeping bag, making a snuffling noise. 

"Cliff", James whispered. "Cliff!" 

Cliff stirred. "Huh? What's up Jamie?" 


"Shhhh! There's people coming, | can hear them". 


"Uhuh?" Cliff nodded and wriggled out of his bag. Grabbing his sword, he exited the tent with James. The 


voices were close and now the words could be understood. 
| can't believe you got us lost again!" the first voice said. 


"Me? Get us lost?", said the second voice (which spoke with a Brummie accent). "How did |? You're the one who 


insisted that we follow the dragon footprints that actually turned out to be bear tracks". 
"Well, anybody can make a mistake in the dark", the first voice replied. 

"The dark? It was the middle of the bloody day". 

"Yeah and it's dark in the centre of the forest. The trees shut out the light". 


James and Cliff looked at each other, nonplussed. 


"They don't sound like orcs", whispered James. 
"They don't sound dangerous’, Cliff whispered back. 


"Well, we're really lost now", the second voice said gloomily and shapes could be seen approaching. "Knowing our 


luck, we've ended up near that nob-end, Phartronicus’ castle". 


"Oh, we are not afraid of him!" trilled the first voice. "With our skills and expertise, Phatronicus is nothing but 
cat food". 


James and Cliff watched as the two figures came out from the gloom of the trees, into the clearing. They 
were two men.one about Cliffs height and the other much smaller, even smaller than Lars. The smaller of the 
two wore pale grey robes with a pointy hat. The taller man wore deep blue robes (and also a pointy hat). Their 
outfits (not surprisingly) immediately gave away their profession. 


"Uh oh!" James muttered. "They're wizards!" 


"Wow dude", Cliff muttered in reply. "Do you think they're friendly?" 
"Well, one of them insulted Phartronicus, so that's gotta be good", said James. 
The wizards saw James and Cliff. They stared at them curiously, then the smaller of the two approached. 


"Ah, let me used my wizardly powers to identify these two young man!" He raised his staff and waved it over 
James' head in a mystical manner. James blinked and ducked. Then the wizard did the same to Cliff. 


"‘Hmmmmmmmm, ah, YES! They are.James Hetfield and Cliff Burton! My wizardly powers never fail’. 
"Wizardrly powers, my arse", said the second wizard. "You've seen them in Metallica’. 
The first wizard looked sheepish. "Well, maybe once or twice". 


By this point, the new arrivals had woken up Lord Hammett and Princess Cynthia and they both came out of 


their tents, sleepy but fully aware. The wizards glanced over to them and the first one beamed. 

"Lord Hammett!" 

"Grey Wizard!" said Lord Hammett, smiling back. "How splendid to see you again. And Blue Wizard too". He shook 
hands with both wizards, while James and Cliff looked at each other curiously. James caught Princess Cynthia's 
eye and realised that she was none the wiser. 

"Ohh, | think introductions are in order", said Lord Hammett. "Princess, James, Cliff..we are in the presence of 
Grey Wizard Dio and Blue Wizard Ozzy!" 
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"Oh, I've heard of you before", said Princess Cynthia’ eagerly. "My father has mentioned your names often He 
says that you are both extremely skilled". 


"He does", said Ozzy doubttully. 


"Of course he does!" said Dio. "We are very powerful and well respected across the World Our powers are as 


yet, unmatched". 


"Uh, actually, Father said that you are both skilled singers’, Princess Cynthia added. “But I'm sure he knows 


that you are great wizards too’. 


Ozzy nodded. "That's more like it". 

"How splendid", said Dio. "Your father is King Mustaine, yes?" 

"Yes, that's him". 

"Ah, then we know him; he is great singer too". 

"And how about you?" Ozzy asked. "Have you inherited his gift?" 

Princess Cynthia's smile faded and her head drooped forwards. 

"I've said the wrong thing, right?" Ozzy muttered. "Ers got a voice like a .." 


"Is OK, I'll explain everything", said Lord Hammett. "Would you two like a cup of tea?" 
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Twenty minutes later, the two wizards were up to speed on the news and knew all about the Adventurer's epic 
quest. Cynthia had cheered up again when Cliff reminded her they were going to bring her boyfriend back to 
life and that they probably had hundreds of terrifying pits to navigate. The wizards were shocked at 
Phartronicus' behaviour and agreed that he needed to be defeated. 


"And we are the ideal companions to help you!" said Dio. "After all, who better to battle a wizard with than two 


more wizards?" 

"Yeah, that makes sense", said Cliff. 

"And, | am also a qualified dragon slayer", Dio added. 
Princess Cynthia glared at him. 

"Oh, evil dragons, that is", he amended at once. 


"Well, | think that you should certainly join our party", said Lord Hammett. "We could definitely do with the help 


of two wizards. Phartronicus will not be easy to defeat, even with The Princess and The Compliment”. 


So it was agreed that Dio and Ozzy would team up with Lord Hammett's party and help them to remove the 
evil that was Phartronicus from the fair land. However, there were other pressing matter to attend to at the 


moment. 


"Its really late now, we need to get some sleep", said Lord Hammett. Indeed, the Princess was dozing off and 
James had done; he was flopped against Cliff with his head resting on the bassist's shoulder. 


"Yeah, of course", said Ozzy. "Uh, well, who's gonna take watch then?" 
‘Oh no, Ozzy!" Dio shook his head. "We don't need a watch". 
"Yeah but what if we're attacked?" 


"We won't be". Dio stood up and lifted his staff. "| shall cast a powerful spell to create a protective force field 


over our camp!" 

"You can do that?" Lord Hammett enquired. 

"Of course, young man. | am a great wizard, after all And Ozzy here shall help me!" 
‘| will?" said Ozzy in alarm. 


"Of course, comrade and fellow great wizard". Dio motioned towards Ozzy's staff. "Come on now, let us cast the 


Protective Force Field spell”. 


"Well if you're sure then’, Ozzy muttered. He picked up his staff and a wisp of blue smoke floated out of the 
end. Together, the two wizards raised their staffs to the heavens, chanting eerie and mystical words. The 
staffs began to glow; Dio's, a shade of lilac-green and Ozzy's a hue of twilight blue. The air quivered as magic 


was summoned and Princess Cynthia opened her eyes and blinked curiously. 

Suddenly there was a huge BOOM and both wizards were flung back eight feet. The air exploded with sardines, 
which rained down as if the clouds had suddenly decided to behave in a very eccentric manner and supply 
small oily fish instead of the usual H20. Lord Hammet yelled, Princess Cynthia squealed and covered her head 
and James woke up when a sardine clouted him on the back of the neck 


"Awesome!" said Cliff, impressed. 


Dio picked himself up and helped Ozzy to his feet. They stared around dazed. Dio flicked a sardine off his hat 
and shook his head. 


"OK, so who wants to take first watch?" 
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The following morning, Lord Hammett raised everybody at dawn and after a quick breakfast, the Adventurers 
packed up theirs tents and were on their way again. Now knowing that Dio was a great dragon slayer, James 
and Cliff badgered him for takes of his adventures but Cynthia kept giving them dirty looks, so they changed 


their questions to ones about general wizardry. 


"Oh, we've had so many exciting adventures", Dio was saying. "l remember the one time; we defeated the Evil 
Wizard Toylett. | cast a powerful spell that was so astounding, | cannot even remember exactly what it did. But 


it was impressive". 
"00000000000000000h!" said the boys and Cynthia. Ozzy shook his head. 


‘Oh come on mate. We both know he was only defeated because he tripped over his robes and fell headfirst 
into his giant potion bottle of Metamorphosis Potion and turned himself into a woodlouse". 


"Yes but it was the effects from the powerful spell which | cast that caused him to trip over in awe", Dio 


explained. 
"00000000000000000h!" said the boys and Cynthia again. 


Dio continued to tell them of the many Evil Wizards who he and Ozzy had vanquished over the years. As the 
day neared its end, James couldn't help but wonder, if there had been so *many* Evil Wizards over the past 
20 years, how come the world had not been destroyed. But he didn't say anything because he wanted to hear 


more stories. 


The sun set and the Adventurers set up camp in a sheltered valley. James settled down in his tent and fell 
asleep almost straight away. Apart from being woken up about midnight by Lord Hammett, for his watch, 
nothing interesting happened to James at all 


So the next day passed without event and the next one after that too. The Adventurers travelled on for about 
a week, heading further and further north. Slowly but surely the landscape changed; with mountains appearing 
in the blue distance and the deciduous trees that James was used to being replaced by evergreens. The air 
turned colder and on the last couple of days of their journey, James and the others awoke to a frosty 


morning. 


"Say, are we getting near to Phartronicus' domain now?" Cliff asked Lord Hammett on their tenth day of 


travelling. 


"Let me check the map and see", said Lord Hammett. He took off his rucksack and struggled to open it, as the 
clasps were stiff from the cold. After a moment, he got it open and withdrew the map. 


"Let's see", Lord Hammett murmured and the others crowded round him. "We passed the Pinewood Forest 
yesterday morning and crossed over the Foamy river yesterday evening. Hmmm, aha! Here we are". Kirk 


pointed to an area near the top of the map. There was an empty patch there, with the words BEWARE! 
written in bold letters. 


"Yes, we're definitely near now!" 
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"How come it's all blank?" Cliff asked. 


"Because nobody has been able to map the area around Phartronicus' domain’, Ozzy replied. "H's too 


dangerous". 

"And, uh, how close are we exactly?" James said. 

"I think about another day's journey", said Lord Hammett. 

That night, the Adventurers camped on the outskirts of a forest and Lord Hammett insisted on double 
watches because of the increased chance of danger. Dio and Ozzy watched first but they accidentally woke 
everybody up because it started to snow and they tried to cast a spell to stop the snow. Instead, they 
changed the snow into tennis balls and the balls knocked down Lord Hammetts tent. Once the spell had been 
stopped and the poor tent erected once more, James and Princess Cynthia took the next watch. They sat, 
huddled together on a log, sheltering under a large fir tree from the worst of the snowstorm. 

"Wow, I've never seen this much snow so early in the year", said Princess Cynthia. 

"Me neither", agreed James. Indeed, the snow was torrenting down and there was so much of it, it was difficult 
to make out the trees a few feet away, let alone any further. The surrounding valleys were hidden under a 


thick white blanket and the branches of the trees creaked and sagged with the weight of the snow. 


"Maybe they don't have autumn so far north", said Princess Cynthia. "Maybe they just go straight from 


summer to winter". 


"Man, | hope not", said James. "How boring would that be? Not seeing any pretty coloured leaves and stuff like 
that". 


"Pretty leaves." Princess Cynthia repeated. 


"Uhuh", said James, not noticing the unfocused look in her eyes. "The maples are the nicest cos their leaves all 


go red and..Princess?" 

Princess Cynthia had rose off the log and was gazing into the distance at something. 
"What is it?" James asked, wondering if she could hear somebody approaching. 
"That..light", said Princess Cynthia, pointing straight ahead. 


James squinted through the blizzard and sure enough, there was a light. Or rather a shimmering, rainbow 


shaped door. Or was it a door shaped rainbow? 

"Let's go inside", said Princess Cynthia in a dreamy voice. She began walking towards the door/rainbow. 
"No wait!" James scrambled up too, dislodging snow from around him. "What if its a trap?" 

"James, it's not a trap", Princess Cynthia said. "How could something so pretty be a trap, silly". 


"Well if | was gonna make a trap, | wouldn't exactly have a door made from human bones and covered in spikes. 


Or poison", James said. 
P 


Princess Cynthia did not listen. She continued to walk forward. James stood there a moment, debating on 
whether to wake the others or grab her back. 


Was the door/rainbow dangerous? He shuffled forwards through the snow, trying to get a better look at it. It 
shimmered in many different hues, giving off a strange but comforting vibe. Then the colours swirled and 
pulsated. 

James hurried after Princess Cynthia, as she was now nearly at the doorway. For it was a doorway, although 
nothing could be seen through it. James actually went round the back of it and peeped. It looked exactly the 
same from the back as from the front. 

"James, we must go in’, said Princess Cynthia. "I's a magical door that only we can see". 

"How do you know that?" James asked. 

Princess Cynthia looked vague. "I just..do’. 

And with that, she stepped into the rainbow and vanished from view. 


"Awww, shit!" James gasped, slapping his forehead. "Princess, WAIT!" 


James dived into the rainbow hue. Seconds later the door fizzled and faded, leaving behind nothing but the snow 


covered forest. 
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James opened his eyes, blinking the sleep from them. His view cleared and he found himself staring at his 

bedroom ceiling He gazed at the wooden beams ruming across the plaster, before rolling over to check his 
alarm clock for the time. 

There was Lars, curled up in a bed next to him. Lars stirred sleepily, before opening his eyes and yawning. 
"Morning James", he mumbled. "Did you sleep well?" 

James stared at Lars in astonishment. Lars in his bed? Awake? Not cursed? 

"Lars", James gasped unable to think of anything else to say. 

Lars giggled. 


"That's my name James, don't wear it out!" 


James stared a Lars, a mixture of delight and relief washing over him. He reached out and hugged Lars, 


startling the drummer. 
"Hey, what's all this for?" Lars asked, sounding not at all upset. 


"You're awake!" said James. "Oh man, after that awful spell when you fell into that magical sleep after pricking 


your finger on a splinter on a cursed drumstick, | thought I'd never see you awake again!" 

Lars chuckled, his laughter sounding so sweet to James’ ears. 

"Awww, silly Jamie, you had a nightmare, thats all". 

"A nightmare", James repeated. Yes, that was all it was. A nightmare. A bad dream. 

Lars got out of bed, stretching so that his pyjama jacket rode up and revealed his bare back. Then he went 
over to the window and drew the curtains back It was a gorgeous day; the sun beaming down out of a deep 


blue sky. 


"James, it looks so nice out", Lars announced. "I think we should have picnic, seeing as we both have days off 


work today". 


Do we? thought James. His head felt oddly fuzzy but he put that down to only having just woken up. Getting 


out of bed too, James joined Lars at the window and gazed out. 


It was indeed a lovely day. The garden below was full of flowers: primroses, late blooming snowdrops and 
bluebells peeping out from under the shade of the pear tree. James, Aunt Penny was in the garden, watering 
the primroses with a large watering can and Uncle Bernard was trimming the hedge. 


Hang on James thought, puzzled. Isnt it autumn? Or was that part of my nightmare too? 


Lars reached out and took hold of James’ hand. "Come on, Jamie. Let's go and ask your Aunt if we can make up 


a picnic’. 


James nodded and smiled. He felt so happy. Lars led him over to the door, skipping with excitement at the 
thought of the fun day in front of them. Lars turned the knob and pulled the door open. 


Suddenly, everything vanished into darkness: Lars, the bedroom, the sunlit window, even the door. James felt 
himself falling, slowly like a feather drifting on a breeze. He scrabbled frantically to right himself but there 
was nothing to grab onto. Finally, he came to rest on a stone floor, or at least it felt like a stone floor. James 
couldn't see a thing. 

Gradually, the darkness cleared and James found himself in a large stone chamber. There were no windows as 
he could see; the only light coming from spluttering torches, mounted in iron brackets on the walls. There 


didn't even appear to be a door! 


At least James wasn't alone though. There, lying on the floor next to him was Princess Cynthia, eyes shut and 


comatose. 


Panicking, James went over to her and tried to wake her. Surely she wasn't dead? Or cursed with a sleep spell? 


Wait; was the sleep spell even real? What was going on? 
After a moment, the Princess stirred and gazed up at James. 
"Cyrus?" she exclaimed. 

"Uh, no. Its me, James". 


"Oh!" Princess Cynthia blinked and stared round. Her eyes grew wide with alarm. "Where's Cyrus? And where 


are we?" 
"| dunno", said James, also afraid but trying not to panic in front of the Princess. "|.did you have a dream too?" 


"Yes", said Princess Cynthia. "| dreamed that | was back home and Cyrus was there too. None of this had 
happened and." she blushed and trailed off. 


"It was not a dream!" A sepulchral voice boomed out from above. James and Princess Cynthia grabbed at one 
another in shock. 


"W-what was that?" Princess Cynthia gasped, clinging to James. 
It was a reality", the voice continued. "Or, it can become a reality, if you are wise". 


James didn't feel wise at all but his need to protect the Princess made him feel bold. "Who are you?" he called 


out. "Show yourself". 
The voice laughed, a strange hollow laugh, now reverberating off all the walls. Then it spoke again. 


"Lam the Enchanter, Phartronicus!" 
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Cliff woke up suddenly. He lay there in the semi darkness, bundled up in his warm blankets and sleeping bag. He 


glanced across to James’ sleeping bag but it was empty. That meant James was still on his watch. 

Cliff settled back down again, resting his head on his soft pillow and closing his eyes. However, he couldn't fall 
asleep. Even though he was warm, comfortable and sleepy, a niggling feeling at the back of his mind kept him 
awake. 

Something was wrong? 

No, there couldn't be. If there was, James and Princess Cynthia would wake everybody up. Everything was fine. 


Was it? 


Cliff sighed and sat up. As cold as it was outside, he just HAD to peep out to make sure everything was OK. 
Until he did that, he knew that he wouldn't be able to go back to sleep. 


Wriggling like a worm to stay inside his bag, Cliff reached over to the front of his tent and pulled the zip down. 
He winced as a blast of icy air tore inside. The night was colder than ever, though at least the snow storm 
seemed to have blown itself out. Visibility had returned and Cliff could make out the trees again 

And that was all he could see! 


"Shit", he muttered. 


Five minutes later, Lord Hammett, Dio and Ozzy had been roused to Cliff's dreadful news of James and the 
Princess' disappearance. They stood outside their tents, dressed, armed and bewildered. 


"But where are they?" Lord Hammett said, running a hand through his curly hair. "There's no sign of a fight 


and we certainly would have heard one". 
"And they can't have just wandered off randomly", said Ozzy. "Can they?" 


"No way man", said Cliff. "James wouldn't abandon his post and | don't know the Princess that well but l'm sure 


she wouldn't either". 
"Yes, yes", said Dio, sounding distracted. He sniffed loudly. 
"Here, you getting a cold mate?" Ozzy asked him. 


"Can you smell it?" Dio sniffed again. 


"All | can smell is bloody wet wood and pine needles". 

"No, no, silly fellow! It's the scent of magic". 

Lord Hammett and Cliff gave each other puzzled glances. Ozzy frowned. Then he sniffed too. 
"YES! Blimey, you're right. How the bloody hell did | miss that?" 

"Yes, see! There's been magic here. But.where, exactly? Where was the source?" 


The wizards walked around the clearing, sniffing as if they were a pair of bloodhounds. They approached the 
area where the mystical door had been. Ozzy nodded and gave Dio the thumbs up. 


"Its here mate. This is where the magic is strongest". 
Dio sniffed again and nodded gravely. Lord Hammett and Cliff hurried over. 
"What kind of magic was it?" Lord Hammett asked. 


"Let us find out", said Dio. He opened a small pouch on his belt and took out a handful of white powder. Cliff 
started at it in interest. 


"Is that something you can smoke?" he asked 

"No my dear boy, it's the Powder of Spell Revealing’, said Dio. 

"Actually you could smoke it", said Ozzy. "It'd probably kill you though’. 

Dio threw the powder into the air and it began to shimmer. It flashed all colours of the rainbow in a 
mesmerising way. Lord Hammett stared wide eyed. Cliff's jaw dropped as he tried to figure out whether he 
was tripping or not. Ozzy fiddled with the hem of his sleeve and frowned. Faster and faster the colours 
changed but mixed in with them was a dirty, dingy greyish brown The dirty colour began to grow and expand, 
eventually swallowing up the rainbow until all that could be seen was a dismal cloud of grey. 

"Oh dear", Ozzy muttered. Dio sighed. 


"What's wrong?” Cliff blurted out, suddenly afraid. "What does that cloud mean?" 


"It was a spell of enchantment", Dio replied "In other words, something that appeared as one thing but was 


actually a completely different thing". 


"An was it a good thing or a bad thing?" 


Dio shook his head, eyes drawn towards the leaden cloud. 
"A very *very® bad thing". 


Suddenly, a crashing sound exploded out of the forest. The Adventures gasped and whipped round. An army of 


bizarre creatures were emerging from the trees. 

"Oh bloody helll" Ozzy moaned. "Not them again’. 

"Kitchen sinks?" Cliff exclaimed. "Or did | do too much weed?" 

Sure enough, about twenty sinks were marching towards our heroes, on mecharical legs. At least that was 
what they resembled. They raised the bottoms of their taps but instead of water, liquid fire came out with a 
whooshing sound. The surrounding snow melted, trees caught on fire and Lord Hammett cried out in horror. 


"What demons are these?" he wailed, drawing his sword. 


"It is the work of Phartronicus!" Dio announced. 


lb 


The kitchen sinks approached closer and closer. Lord Hammett kept his sword raised but he was pale with fear. 
Cliff wondered if they were going to die. /+ would be a strange epitaph to have on your grave, he thought. Killed 
in battle by a flame throwing kitchen sink! 


"Ugh, | suppose we'd better get rid of these things", said Ozzy and he drew his wand from beneath his robes. 
‘Of course!" said Dio, raising his staff. "Shall we impress Lord Hammett and young Cliff Burton?" 
I'd rather just kill the bloody sinks but whatever", said Ozzy. 


Then Ozzy pointed his and at the oncoming sinks, yelled out a mystical word and a beam of water shot out 
from his wand. It smashed into two of the sinks, immediately dousing their fire. The sinks hissed and staggered 
backwards. Meanwhile Dio had uttered a similar word and an arc of water gushed forth from his staff. Two 


more sinks were soaked and knocked over flat. Lord Hammett gasped and Cliff grinned in delight. 
"Oh yeah, that's shown them!" he shouted. 


"That's nothing yet, boy", said Ozzy. He spoke another magical word and a brilliant green torpedo of light shot 
from the end of his wand and smashed into the nearest sink, causing it to explode in a hundred pieces. Bits of 


ceramic shrapnel flew everywhere and the other sinks roared with rage. 


Then Dio fired what looked like a thunderbolt from his staff. It crashed into a sink and exploded it with such 


force that the pieces of sink flew outwards and smashed into two nearby sinks, which were also destroyed 
"Wow!" Cliff breathed. "This is better than any trip I've been on!" 
Ozzy and Dio continued to fight the sinks, attacking them with Magic Missile, Fireball, Lightning and Cold Cone. 


Sinks blew up all around, sometimes knocking small trees and shrubs over. Lord Hammett didn't even have to 


fight and Cliff just watched, entranced. 


Finally all twenty sinks were destroyed, their shattered remains littering the slushy ground. Burnt trees smoked 
and the air smelt faintly of gunpowder. Ozzy wiped his forehead and Dio nodded in satisfaction 


"Well, if that is the best Phartronicus can do, | don't think we need to fear him much", he remarked. 
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James and Princess Cynthia gazed round nervously. The Enchanter Phartronicus? That was bad.very bad. The 
Princess held tightly onto James and James sucked his bottom lip, trying to stay calm. 


"You are both silent", the disembodied voice continued. "Could it be that you fear me?" 


James glanced around the room, looking for a way out. He felt Princess Cynthia shiver, though it wasn't sure if 


it was from cold or fear. 

"Do you feel that you have reason to fear me?" the voice continued. 

"You killed my boyfriend!" yelled the Princess and James realised that she was shaking from anger. 
"Did |?" Phartronicus enquired. 


"You know you did!" Princess Cynthia shouted back. "You sent his body back to Castle Mochal" 


"Oh dear me". Now Phartronicus sounded amused. "Do you believe everything that you see with your own 


eyes?" 


"You will pay dearly for what you didl" Princess Cynthia continued. James tried to shush her by putting his 
finger to his lips but she shook her head, glaring at him. 


It's true, he willl James, we shall slay him and make everything right again, as according to the Prophecy!" 


"Yeah but we don't know where he is", James whispered, shaking his head. "Its a bad idea to rile him when we 


can't see him". 
Phartronicus laughed again, startling James and Princess Cynthia 


"It is truel Once again, you trust only your eyes. Could that be because you are exceptionally foolish or 


exceptionally wise?" 
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Before James or Princess Cynthia could reply, the room they were in began to shimmer with a multicoloured 
light. The light grew brighter and more colourful by the second, reminding James of the magical door they had 
entered in the forest. He held on to Princess Cynthia, making sure that they didn't get separated. 


At last the light faded and James and the Princess saw that the room had changed. No longer an empty 
dungeon, it was now a grand castle hall. Sumptuous tapestries covered the walls and light shone in from 
sparkling glass windows, casting golden beams on light across the soft, carpeted floor. Chandeliers hung from 
the wooden beamed ceiling, their candles housed in glass bulbs. A huge fire burned in a stone grate, filling the 


hall with warmth and cheer. 
"What happened?" Princess Cynthia exclaimed. "Where is the dungeon?" 
"Did we teleport?" James wondered. 


"You were here all the time", the voice from before rang out. At least James thought it was the same voice. 


Only now it sounded merry and well rounded, not cold and haunting as before. 


"Are you going to show yourself?" James tried asking again. He felt that they would somehow have an 
advantage dealing with Phartronicus if they could at least see him. 


"You and the Princess are obsessed with..seeing’, the voice laughed. "However, if it is that important to you, | 
shall grant your wish". 


Then the door at the far end of the hall opened and a mysterious figure entered. 


James and Princess Cynthia started at the newcomer curiously. He didn't look like a wizard (or at least not in 
the traditional sense). He was a large, heavy built man, wearing shining armour and carrying his helmet 
beneath his arm. He had the air of a knight about him.a well respected, friendly knight. He chuckled and 


advanced towards the teenagers. 
The only thing that worried James was that he still couldn't see what Phartronicus (if it was him) looked like. 


Sure, he had a face, as in two eyes, a nose and a mouth but it was impossible to..see. James looked and looked 
but it was as if his mind couldn't remember any details of this face. When he glanced away, to see if Princess 
Cynthia was alright, James knew that if somebody would have asked him to describe Phartronicus, it would 


have been impossible for him to do so. 
"Who are you?" Princess Cynthia asked, frowning at the knightly figure. 


"| have already introduced myself once", he said jovially. "I am Enchanter Phartronicus! Now, are you and this 


young man perhaps hungry?" 


James was hungry but he felt too wary to eat. However, Phartronicus didn't wait for a reply. He waved his 
hands towards the centre of the hall and a huge table appeared. The table quickly began filling up with all kinds 
of food and drink: roast chicken, dishes of apples, pears and wild berries, loafs of fragrant bread, slabs of 


cheese, bottles of fruit juice and wine and a huge steaming urn of teal 


Then plates, cups and cutlery appeared too, sparkling golden in the combined light of the fire and the 


chandeliers above. 


"What the hell?" muttered James, while Princess Cynthia just stared, wide eyed. 


"A banquet fit for a king", said Phartronicus. "However, | am sure it will do just as well for a Princess and a 


farm boy". 

"I'm a musician!" James said, defensively. 

"Aha, really?" Phartronicus enquired. "So you are not employed on Newsted's farm?" 
"Well, yes", James admitted. "But." 


"Are you so ashamed of being in a career that is responsible for such a banquet as you see in front of you?" 


Phartronicus continued. 
"No of course not", said James. "It's just that." 


"A young man, dissatisfied with his life", mused Phartronicus. "A young man, with piercing blue eyes and a 


troubled childhood. Now, who have | met like that before." 


Princess Cynthia gave James a look of dread. James remembered the photo of Cyrus he had seen He had had 


blue eyes, almost the same shade as James’. 


The knightly figure began to shimmer and glow and change shape.. 
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The Great Hall shimmered too and the light began to fade from it. Fearing more enchantments, James held 


tightly on the Princess, to ensure that they didn't get separated. 


The room swam in darkness and when light finally returned, it was murky and dull. They were in the original 


chamber, the one like a dungeon. James looked round wildly but Phartronicus had vanished once more. 
"What happened?" Princess Cynthia whispered. 


"| dunno but | don't like it", James said in a low voice. It was too confusing. Was the dungeon real or the Great 


Hall. Was Phartronicus even real? How would they ever escape from this place? 

Suddenly, the voice boomed out again, as such a high volume that James was sure it shook the walls. 

"You are both very foolish’, it said. "| could give you great gifts, anything you desire..." 

‘| just want my boyfriend back!" Princess Cynthia shouted. 

"Please don't interrupt me when l'm making a grand speech", Phartronicus continued. "Now, as | was saying, 
anything could be yours. Yes, that includes your boyfriend, Princess. As for the young man here, perhaps you 
desire to be a *famous*® rock star?" 


James and Princess Cynthia looked at each other nervously. 


"Just think", Phartronicus said. "These dreams and desires of yours could all become reality. 


Everything..anything you have ever wanted could be yours. All you have to do is one simple thing for me". 
"| knew there was a catch", James muttered. 


"Ah, dear boy, you're so suspicious", Phartronicus said in a honeyed tore. "It's not a catch, as you so crudely 
put it but rather..an opportunity. 


An opportunity to join me, the greatest Enchanter who has ever lived!" 
James rolled his eyes. Princess Cynthia looked doubtful. 

"Why should we join you?" James asked. "You're evil and we're the good guys". 
Phartronicus sighed in an exaggerated way. 


"Because if you join me, I'll give you everything and anything you desire, as | have just said". 


James shook his head. He opened his mouth to speak again but the Enchanter beat him to it: 


"Of course, | understand that it's a vast decision to have to make, especially as | have put you and the 
Princess on the spot. | do not expect you to decide right this very minute. 


| shall give you an hour". 


A weird light began to glow in the middle of the floor. The light took shape and turned into an old fashioned 


hourglass. 


"You have one hour exactly to make your choice", Phartronicus announced. "Either you join me or suffer the 


consequences’. 


A tiny trickle of sand made its way into the bottom bulb of the glass. 
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James stared at the hourglass in alarm. An hour? They had an hour to make their choice? And what kind of a 


choice was it even? He looked at Princess Cynthia, who appeared as scared as he was. 
‘Suffer the consequences?" she repeated. What does that mean? 

James shrugged, trying to appear casual. "Die?" he suggested. 

"Worse than die?" the Princess said. 

"What's worse than dying?" 

"Losing somebody who you care about", she replied softly. 

James thought about Lars, trapped in his cursed sleep and he had to agree. 


James eyed up the hourglass again. The bottom bulb was still mostly empty but more sand made its way 


down the neck with every passing second. 

"Ok," said James, taking a deep breath. "So, what do we do?" 

"We don't join Phartronicus!" said Princess Cynthia at once. 

James held in a sigh of relief. He felt that he had known the Princess long enough to trust her and she 
certainly seemed like a decent honest person but he had been a little afraid that she had been considering 
joining Phartronicus. After all, the pull of having her boyfriend alive and well again was surely a powerful one. 
"Agreed!" said James. "I know what he says sounds good but.| just don't trust him". 

"Neither do |," said Princess Cynthia. Then she lowered her voice to a whisper. 


"Do you think he can hear us?" 


James looked round, even though he knew it was pointless. He couldn't see Phartronicus anywhere. Was he in 


the room but invisible? Did he even have an actual body? 
"| dunno," he whispered back. 
"He hasn't spoken for a bit," said Princess Cynthia. "Maybe he's leaving us alone for the hour?" 


"| hope so," said James but he was doubtful. 


"He could be," Princess Cynthia continued. "After all, we've both just said we won't join him. So if he could hear 


us, surely he would kill us now’. 
"Or worse than kill us," James added. 


The two teenagers were silent for a moment. They found their eyes drawn back to the hourglass, showing the 


trickle of time passing slowly but surely. 
| wonder where Cliff and the others are?" James suddenly said. He didn't mention the wizards. It didn't seem 
like a good idea to announce that they had two wizard companions, when Phartronicus could possibly be 


listening. To give him such knowledge would surely also give him an advantage. 


Not that James was sure if their wizard friends were any good or not. He hadn't seen them cast a single 


useful spell once. 

"| don't know," replied the Princess. "I hope they are looking for us". 

"| wish they would save us," said James. 

"Me tool" 

Once again, silence. James leaned back against the wall, thinking. It seemed like a million years since he had seen 
Cliff and the others. It felt like even longer since he'd seen Lars. The dream he had had about Lars (was it 
even a dream?) had now faded away and seemed grey and distant. 

"Maybe we can save ourselves," James said suddenly. An idea had just come to him. 


"How?" Princess Cynthia asked. 


"Maybe we're not trapped," said James, getting to his feet. "Remember how before we were in a castle hall? 


Well, was that just an illusion? What if this dungeon is an illusion too?" 
"You mean, perhaps there's a way out? Like an invisible doorway or something?" 


Its worth a try". James nodded and then felt the wall behind them. It was rock solid; the bricks cold and 
smooth beneath his hands. 


"Come on, we'll check all over," he said. 
For the next twenty minutes, James and Princess Cynthia walked all round the dungeon, feeling the walls. They 


felt right down to the floor and as high as they could reach. They tapped the bricks to see if any sounded 
hollow. They pushed them, tried to slide them and even spoke some old magical words to them that they had 


heard from stories during their childhoods. 
Nothing happened. 


At last, James and Princess Cynthia both sank down to the floor, defeated. "| don't think we're gonna be getting 


out of here any time soon," James sighed. 


Princess Cynthia shook her head. She pointed to the hourglass. Nearly half of the sand was now in the bottom 
bulb. 


"Well, we'll get out when the hour is up," James muttered. 

Silence again. James scuffled his trainers against the rough stone floor. He hated waiting. He was tempted to 
smash the hourglass, just to see what happened. However, he suspected that it was magical and wouldn't 
actually break. 

"Here, what is Cyrus like?" James said suddenly. He wasn't sure what made him as the question. Part of it was 
just because he couldn't stand the silence. Another part was that he was actually curious. The Princess had 
mentioned him quite a lot and James had seen the photo but.he didn’t actually know anything about Cyrus. 
"You mean what was he like?" the Princess said bitterly. "Phartronicus killed him!" 

James hung his head. "I'm sorry". 


"IFs alright", Princess Cynthia mumbled. "Not your fault". 


"Here though..." James looked up again. "Aren't we gonna make him come alive again? You know.." he whispered 


right into Princess Cynthia's ear this time, terrified Phartronicus could hear them. 
"The Prophecy!" 
Princess Cynthia looked startled for a moment. Then she shook her head. 


"James, we're trapped in Phartronicus's dungeon and we're probably going to die in less than half an hour," she 


whispered back. 


"No, no, we're not". James’ voice became stronger. "What we found out at Castle Mocha.the P word, WILL 


come true. Stuff like that always does in stories so it must do in real life too". 
Princess Cynthia didn't quite understand James’ logic but his confident voice made her feel a little better. 


"Is OK though," James added, suddenly feeling awkward again. "You don't have to talk about Cyrus if you don't 


want to". 


‘Oh no, | want to tell you." the Princess said. "It will be nice to talk about him. Mom and Dad were always so 


busy and didn't have time to listen and my sisters..didn't like him much". 


James frowned. "Why not?" 


"Humph, because they didn't understand him!" The Princess shook her head. "They thought that he was cold 


and emotionless. They didn't realise that he had a really bad childhood and it was just a defence mechanism". 


James stared at Princess Cynthia, as if she had just stabbed him with a sword. She stared back at him, a 


little alarmed. 
"What is it James? Don't tell me you agree with my sisters?" 
James shook his head. "No, not at all. | was.just." 

He took a deep breath. 


"You could have been describing me!" 
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The Princess blinked, puzzled James chewed his bottom lip. 
"| sorta.well my Dad left when | was young and my Mom died a couple of years ago," he said. 


‘Oh no," said Princess Cynthia and she sounded genuinely upset to hear such news. "That is terrible. | am sorry 


James". 
"Um, its OK," said James, shrugging. "My Aunt and Uncle took me in and they are really nice". 
Princess Cynthia patted James’ arm. "Well, that's something then". 


James nodded. He felt awkward for talking about his past life, as it was something he didn't feel comfortable 
doing. To distract himself and the Princess away from that topic, he asked her about Cyrus again. 


"What was Cyrus like when you knew him?" 


"Well, he didn't ever show much emotion,’ Princess Cynthia admitted. "He didn't seem to like most people much 


and was happier spending time with machines. 

"Yeah, change that to music and | can understand him totally,” said James. 

Princess Cynthia nodded. "You do like some people though?" 

"Uhuh. just a few". 

"How about Lars, the Wizard's son?" 

James felt himself go red. "Yeah. | like him.a lot! So, um.why did Cyrus go on his quest?" 


Despite the serious situation they were in, Princess Cynthia couldn't help but smile a little at James shyness 
and swift change of subject. 


"| don't really know," the Princess said. "He didn't talk about it much, even when | asked him. | wondered if it 


was to try and prove himself". 


"What did he want to prove?" 
"Hmm, that he was brave? That he could be a hero?" The Princess shook her head. "His parents were unkind. 
They were always disappointed in him, no matter how successful he was in life. My father said he was one of 


his best knights but to Cyrus, it still wasn't good enough". 


The Princess hung her head, looking as if she was going to cry again. James felt bad for her. He tried to think 
of something comforting to say but then something dreadful caught his eye. 


The hourglass was nearly empty. There was just a small amount of sand in the top bulb and that was 
vanishing fast. 


"The sand," he gasped. "Where has it all gone?" 
Princess Cynthia stared in dismay. "W-what? Surely half an hour hasn't just passed?" 
"It can't have done! We were only talking for a few minutes". 


Faster and faster the sand drained away. James felt his dread growing. Was the time really moving faster or 
was it another of the Enchanters' tricks? 


Suddenly a rumbling crash split the air. The far wall exploded as if a full sized dragon had smashed into it. 
Princess Cynthia screamed and James did too. This is it! he thought. Our time's up and Phartronicus is going to kill 


us! 


Stones turned to vapour and dust billowed up. A gaping hole yawned beyond. Then, through the hole stepped a 
familiar figure. 


"Hey Jamie! How's it going man?" 


"|-L.Cliffl" James exclaimed, shocked but delighted. The Princess clasped her hands to her mouth. Cliff grinned, 
shook his auburn hair back and brushed dust of his denim jacket. 


"What..how did you find us?" Princess Cynthia said eagerly. 


Cliff smiled and shook his head. "Not me, Princess. You gotta thank these dudes here". He indicated behind him, 


where now the wizards Ozzy and Dio stood. Next to them was Lord Hammett, looking rather dazed, 
"Aha, splendid," Dio smiled; the end of his staff glowing a deep purple colour. He gave Ozzy a smug look. 


"Yeah, fair enough mate," Ozzy said, nodding. "I'm sorry | said Vapourise Rock was a pile of cobblers". 
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James grinned round in relief. He couldn't believe it! They had been rescued at the very last moment; it was 


like something out of a story book. 


"Well, it's splendid to see you two both alive and well," Lord Hammett said. "After your disappearance in the 


forest, we feared the worst". 


"Oh yeah and we brought this too," said Cliff, indicating towards Ozzy. Ozzy reached into his robes and drew 


out a welcome sight for James. It was his Gibson Les Paul! 
"Awesome!" James cried, accepting his guitar off Ozzy. He held it close, stroking the neck lovingly. 


"Thought you wouldn't fancy losing that, mate," said Ozzy. "Apart from being a bloody good guitar, there's 


something about it, you know". 

"There is?" James asked. 

"Uhuh," Ozzy replied, rubbing his chin Before he could elaborate, however, a loud roar boomed out. 
"SO! You dare to challenge me, Phartronicus, the greatest Enchanter who has ever lived?" 


Lord Hammett winced, Princess Cynthia grabbed James’ arm again and James looked round in a mixture of 


defiance and fear. 
"AND with the wizards too? You bring Good Wizards into my domain?" 
Dio covered his eyes and Ozzy rolled his. 


"This is intolerable!" Phartronicus roared. "Impudent youngsters, | offered you a chance to join me..a chance 


that many others could only dream of. | could have given you everything! Instead you defy me?" 


"Yeah, it looks that way, don't it," James piped up. Lord Hammett made frantic hushing sounds but it was too 
late. 


"For this insult, there can only be one outcome," Phartronicus continued; his voice now dripping with menace. 
"The outcome of DEATH!" 
"Bloody blow hard," Ozzy muttered. 


The dungeon vanished as if it was paint washing from a canvas. Fresh air filled James’ lungs and he now found 


himself and his companions standing outside in a cobbled courtyard. The sky above was a dismal grey, as if the 
sun didn't dare to rise in Phartronicus's domain. Ugly statues of demon like creatures lined the walls and a 


pewter fountain spewed out a horrible black oily substance. 
At the far end of the courtyard was an evil looking stone castle; the sort of castle that would be quite fitting 
to be the residence of an Evil Wizard. Twin wooden doors swung open and a dark figure stepped out from 


them. Clad in swirling dark grey robes and with his face hidden by a black cowl, he certainly looked how James 


had imagined Phartronicus to look. 

Phartronicus glided towards James and the others, no feet visible under his robes. Lord Hammett's hand 
moved towards his sword and Dio and Ozzy shared a look of understanding. James glanced from them to 
Phartronicus, wondering why they didn't attack him. Maybe they were planning something? James certainly 
hoped so. 


"The farm boy and the Princess will be punished," said Phartronicus, his voice echoing from the depths of his 
hood. "The first part of their punishment is about to begin". 


Phartronicus drew a slim black wand from his sleeve and pointed it at James and Princess Cynthia Lord 
Hammett gasped and drew his sword and Cliff ran towards them but it was too late. A crystalline substance 
shot from the tip, congealing into a smooth glass wall. The wall expanded in a circular motion, surrounding 
James and Princess Cynthia, trapping them within a ring. 

Ozzy muttered at Dio. "Yep. His usual stuff". 

Dio sighed and nodded. 


"That will keep you in place, while you watch me destroy Lord Hammett, the scruffy boy and the Wizards," 


Phartronicus announced. "Then, part two of your punishment can commence”. 


James and his pals looked frightened. Lord Hammett was gripping his sword tightly, though his fingers were 
trembling. Dio rubbed his chin and Ozzy shrugged. 


"So, Ozzy?" Dio mused. "What do you think it is this time? Demons statues coming to life? Or something new?" 


"Arise, my servants!" Phartronicus bellowed, waving his wand in an arc that encompassed the row of statues 


on the left". They began to glow with an unholy light. Ozzy nodded. 
"Yeah. Demon statues again". 
Dio sighed. "| was really hoping he'd have something new for us to play with this time". 


"Shut up!" Phartronicus snapped. "Do not undermine me in front of pathetic children". 


Ozzy sniggered and drew his wand. The demon statues creaked and groaned and stepped down off their plinths. 


Phartronicus then waved his wand at the row of statues on the right, which came to life also. 


James grinned nervously at Cliff and the Princess. "You know, maybe we aint in as much trouble as | first 


thought," he muttered. 


"Lord Hammett, Mr Burton.allow us, for the moment," said Dio. The statues strode forwards. Dio pointed his 
staff at the nearest one, spoke a magic word and a thunderbolt shot from the end. It crashed into the statue, 


blasting it into a million pieces of stone. Ozzy fired a green missile at another statue, which also exploded in a 


satisfying way. 
"They did this before in the forest, battling a load of kitchen sinks," Cliff remarked. 


"Kitchen sinks?" echoed James but Cliff couldn't finish as there was an exciting battle to watch. The demon 
statues fired bolts of dark energy at the Good Wizards but each time, Dio and Ozzy stepped out of the way. 
Lord Hammett stood back too, sheltering behind a pillar. Lighting and Magic Missiles were supplied by the good 
guys and they crashed and smashed into the statues, destroying them one by one. Phartroricus watched too 
(at least James assumed he did.it was difficult to tell, as his face was obscured by his cowl). 


"Perhaps the warriors would like a challenge?" Phartronicus suggested. He pointed his wand at the fountain, 
which immediately stopped bubbling. The black goop rose up and took on the shape of a huge knight, at least 
seven feet tall. 


"Awesome!" said Cliff, beaming at James and the Princess. "Um, has anybody got a weapon?" 


Lord Hammett pulled a knife from his belt and dodging a stray Magic Missile, he passed it to Cliff. "Use it to 
defend yourself but stay back if you can help it," he says. "You're not trained in combat". 


Cliff nodded and gripped the knife, ready. The black knight advanced upon Lord Hammett, drawing a long sword 
that dripped with black slime. Meanwhile, the battle between Wizards and statues continued, with much gusto! 
A stray lightning bolt smashed into a pillar, bringing it down into the centre of the courtyard. James winced 
and scrabbled at the walls, trying to get out of the glass ring. 


| hate being stuck in here!" he growled. "I wanna help fight!" 
The black knight swung his blade at Lord Hammett, aiming for his neck He was much too slow though and Lord 
Hammett raised his own sword, easily deflecting the blow. Black slime splattered everywhere, making a nasty 


hissing noise and melting anything it touched. 


"Mr Burton, Lord Hammett, that's black acid!" Dio called out as he fired another Magic Missile at a demon 


statue. "| advise you not to let it get on your skin". 


"Thanks dude!" Cliff yelled and Lord Hammett waved in acknowledgment. Cliff picked up a stray rock and hurled 


it at the knight's head. It smacked hard and the knight jerked backwards. Lord Hammett slashed at him, cutting 
deep into his arm with his sword. The arm tumbled to the ground and melted in a pool of foul smelling 


substance. 

"Well done, Cliff!" Lord Hammett exclaimed. He glanced at his sword blade, which was now streaked with rust. 
Before he could worry too much about this, a bolt of lightning whizzed past very close and he was forced to 
leap to one side to avoid it. 

"Sorry mate! Aha, got him!" Ozzy yelled, as another demon was vanquished in a blue-white burst. 
Phartronicus nodded slowly. As the battle continued, he waved a hand at the glass circle and murmured some 
strange words. The ground trembled beneath James and Princess Cynthia's feet and suddenly, it began to 
descend, as if they were in a lift. 


"Oh shit! Not good!" James said. Princess Cynthia gasped and pawed at the glass but it was unbreakable. 


"The Wizards and their friends should be kept busy here for a while," Phartronicus said to them. "As for you 
two, you have an appointment with a very special friend. l'm sure you are both DYING to meet him!" 
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James stared at his companions through the glass, trying to catch their attention. He clutched his guitar in 
one hand and waved the other about frantically. Cliff saw what was happening and he said a really rude word, 
if James’ skill at lip reading was sufficient to decipher it correctly. 


Cliff tried to head over to James and the Princess but the black knight blocked his way. It tried to stab Cliff 
with its sword but he dodged backwards just in time. Another lightning bolt whizzed past, smashing into one of 
the demon statues and destroying it. James tried to see how many more statues were left but the glass 
container descended beneath the surface and all he could see were smooth, circular stone walls and the hole 


above. 
"lIl be right with you," Phartronicus called out in a taunting voice. 


"Ugh, this is a bloody pain in the arse," Ozzy said, as he fired yet another Magic Missile at a statue. "We're 


messing about up here and the kids are in danger’. 


"Calm down, friend," Dio reassured him. "I'm sure James and the Princess can handle themselves well. The 


Prophecy, remember?" 


"Oh bugger the Prophecy!" Ozzy gasped, diving out of the way of the black knight. "They don't even know what 
they're supposed to be doing!" 


"Neither do we, or anybody else," Dio pointed out. "They will know, when the time comes". 

| hope you're right!" Ozzy shot a fireball at the black knight. It went off like a firework, red and orange 
meeting black goop and flying everywhere. Kirk was close, too close! Dio spoke a magic word and a glowing green 
shield burst forth from the end of his staff. It covered Kirk, protecting him from the fire and black slime. 
"Alright! It's dead!" Cliff yelled in glee. 


"About time too," Ozzy added, 


Kirk sighed in relief and wiped a sticky hand across his forehead. His relief was short lived, however. The 
fountain began to bubble and hiss and to his horror, another knight, very similar rose from the depths. 


Dio shook his head. "The regenerating black knight, again. Phartronicus really should think up some new spells". 
Meanwhile, the glass container had finished its descent and had landed in an alcove. Peering through the glass, 


James could make out a long hallway in front of them. Oil lights lined the walls, giving off an eerie yellow light 


and a faded brown and orange carpet covered the floor. 


Suddenly, the glass container vanished, causing James to lose his balance and fall out of the alcove. James 
clutched his guitar in panic, putting out his free hand to protect it. However, Princess Cynthia grabbed him, 
pulling him back onto his feet. 


"Oof, thanks," said James. They stepped out of the alcove together and looked round. The hallway had no 
windows; the only light coming from the oil lamps. There was one door at the far end, a smooth, black door 


that appeared to be crafted out of obsidian 


"Welcome to the Inner Sanctum!" Phartronicus's voice announced. The air began to shimmer and Phartronicus 


himself appeared in the hallway, directly in front of James and the Princess. 
"Here we go again," James muttered to Princess Cynthia. 


"Silence!" Phartronicus snapped. "I wish to speak to you uninterrupted by foolish chatter”. Then, as if to show 
he meant business, he pointed his finger at the teenagers and fired a bolt of crackling energy at them. They 
darted out of the way before the energy hit the wall behind. It vanished, as mist on a hot summer's day. 


"That didn't have much impact!" James panted, scared from the shock but determined not to show it. 


"|l agree," said Phartroricus. "It vanished without a trace. As you and the Princess will, if you don't hold your 


silence!" 
James and Princess Cynthia exchanged fearful glances. 


"Right," said Phartronicus. "I am displeased. First, you refused my generous offer to join me. Second, your 
friends (including those obnoxious wizards) arrived, damaged my dungeon wall and caused me to waste valuable 
magical energy keeping them entertained | wish to dispatch you now and for evil's sake, nothing else had better 


interrupt me". 


James wanted to ask why, if Phartronicus wanted to kill them, he hadn't just made sure to hit them with the 
vanishing energy spell. However, he kept quiet. Perhaps if he could stall for time, his friends above would 
defeat the evil creatures they were battling and could come and save them. Yet somehow, James had a feeling 
that wasn't going to happen. He gripped the neck of his guitar tightly; his sweaty palm making the polished 
wood wet. 


"Your death shall be meaningful and fascinating,” Phartronicus spoke again. "Just before you die, | wish to see 


the look of ultimate horror and despair on your faces". 
Phartronicus paused, as if waiting for a response. The youngsters said nothing. 


| want to talk to you about Cyrus," Phartronicus said suddenly. Now there was a response; Princess Cynthia's 
head shot up and she gasped. 


"Ah, yes," Phartronicus continued, his malicious voice containing a hint of pleasure. "Such a foolish young manl 
Almost as bad as this blonde one | have here now. 


He turned up, thinking that he could defeat me and become quite the little hero. I'm sure he was expecting the 
usual: black castle surrounded by a desolate wasteland, lava pits, poison pits, lave breathing dragons, etc etc. 


What he found instead was a beautiful palace, set in enchanted gardens. Quite the surprise, don't you think?" 


James said nothing, deep in thought. He was remembering the scene when he had believed himself to be back 


at home, with Lars awake and well. So Phartronicus had used similar enchantments on Cyrus.. 

"Instead of an evil wizard, Cyrus found a wise and stately knight. A knight who was both kind and willing to 
listen to his story". Phartronicus's voice became mocking. "He told me everything: how his parents had 
mistreated him, how they never believed in him and thought that he was a failure". The Princess gritted her 
teeth and clenched her hands so tightly that James was afraid she would make her palms bleed. He put his 
hand on her arm but she shook it off, her eyes fixed on the Enchanter. 


‘Naturally, | felt sorry for the young man. | offered to help him, by asking him a question very similar to what 
| asked you two. /f you could have anything that your heart desired, what would it be?” 


Phartronicus paused. From beneath his hood, two glowing eyes could be seen 

"Do you know what he replied with, Princess?" 

Princess Cynthia shook her head numbly. 

"He told me he didn't want to have feelings. He had suffered so much, poor boy, that he was convinced he 
would be better off with no emotions at all. Poor, delusional child". Phartronicus laughed cruelly, his hood 
quivering. 


The Princess stared at Phartronicus, a look of abject horror on her face. James shook his head and grimaced. 


"Geez, somebody really oughta have bought Cyrus a guitar when he was a kid". 


Update 
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Finally, Princess Cynthia seemed to recover her composure. She took a deep breath and looked Phartronicus in 


the eye. 
"| don't believe you!" 

Phartronicus heaved a dramatic sigh. 

"Why not? Because I'm an Evil Wizard? So, the Evil Wizard automatically has to be lying?" 


Princess Cynthia gave James an uncertain look. James rubbed his chin nervously. Phartronicus was a Grade A 


Asshole but.had he actually *lied* to them, so far? 


"His actual words, hmm, let me see." Phartronicus pretended to think "He said / wish / could be a machine. Can 


you perhaps believe that?" 


James frowned, then shook his head. "No way! | mean.nobody would be dumb enough to say that. Right, 
Princess?" He looked at Princess Cynthia, nodding his head. 


"Well, why don't you ask him?" Phartronicus suddenly said. He fired another bolt of energy at the black door 
and it vanished without a trace. There, standing in the doorway was a figure familiar to James from the 


photograph he had seen at Mocha Castle. 

It was Cyrus. Or at least it was Cyrus's head, attached to a mechanical robotic body. 

James stared in abject horror, too shocked to even scream. The fact that nobody was screaming in his ear 
suggested that the Princess, too, was exhibiting similar behaviour. Unless she had fainted? James couldn't look 
though; he couldn't tear his gaze away from Cyrus. 

Cyrus walked towards them, slowly and stiffly, a blank look in his eyes. Of course, he didn't know James but he 
didn't appear to recognise Princess Cynthia either. He stopped, perhaps eight feet away and turned to look at 
the Enchanter. 


"Kill them," Phartronicus said, simply. 


IKK KEK IEK I EWE K K K RIE K KWE 
Ok, this is bad, James thought. Like, really, #really* bad! 


Cyrus nodded, once, at Phartronicus and advanced towards James and the Princess. He was slow but James 
was left in no doubt that he could kill them easily. James had his knife on him but that wouldn't do much good 
against a metal body..unless he could stab Cyrus in the head? And what would Princess Cynthia think of that? 


James glanced for a spilt second to see how she was reacting. She was frozen to the spot; the look in her 
eyes saying..well, actually not much. Her eyes were as empty as Cyrus's’. She didn't appear to be capable of 
fighting or running. 


Running was an option? No, the black door has reappeared and behind them, the alcove led to a smooth, 
unclimable shaft upwards. They could escape, James thought, in a rising panic. They were trapped.Cliff would 


beat all the enemies above, find his way down into the Inner Sanctum and see their corpses. And Lars.. 
James would never see Lars again, never save him from the sleeping curse. 


"Cyrus?" a voice next to James spoke. Finally the Princess had come to life. "Cyrus, it's me, Cynthia. Don't you 


recognise me?" 


Cyrus apparently didn't, as he continued to walk towards her and James. Hr raised his arms, looking horribly as 
if he was going to strangle them. Phartronicus tittered in a very annoying way that made James suddenly 
want to punch him hard. Still, moving out of Cyrus's range seemed to be the sensible option for the moment. 


James steered the Princess backwards and took a leaf out of her book, trying to talk to Cyrus as well. 
"Cyrus! Don't listen to the wizard, he's an asshole!" said James. He and Princess Cynthia bumped into the wall 
behind them. "Seriously man," James continued, his voice much higher than normal. "He tricked you. Come on, 
you don't wanna really be like.how you are, do you?" 

Phartronicus tittered more, sounding undeniably irritating. James and Princess Cynthia steered round to their 
left, trying to put as much distance between themselves and Cyrus as possible. They continued to talk, hoping 
to break through to him. 

"Cyrus, please! Surely you remember me? We're here to save you; you don't have to fight us". 

"Yeah, listen to her. We're gonna get you outta here". 


"Please come home with us, back to Mocha Castle!" 


"My friend Cliff is upstairs, oh and Lord Hammett too". James nearly fell over a loose flagstone. He braced 
himself, scared of dropping and breaking his guitar. Cyrus was close now and he didn't appear to have 


registered a single word of James or Cynthia's in his brain. If he still had a brain, that was. 
"Princess, we'll have to fight him," said James, fumbling at his belt, after his knife. 
"We.| can't! | won't kill him!" Princess Cynthia cried. 


"He'll kill us first!" James growled, knowing he would have said the same thing as the Princess, had it been Lars 


there. 

"Hehehehehehehehehel” Phartronicus trilled gleefully. 

Cyrus was nearly on them, he reached out to grab at James. James dodged him, running across the floor. 
Princess Cynthia followed him, terrified They rushed across the room, this time reaching the black door. It 
was completely smooth, with no handle of knob or any way to open it. There was no way though, unless the 
correct spell was performed on it. 


"Ok, we'll.knock him out!" James gasped. "Maybe if we do that, he'll come to his senses!" 


"Of course he won't, foolish boy!" Phartronicus announced. "Admit it, you and the Princess are doomed. You 


have been defeated by me, the Mighty Enchanter Phartronicus!" 

"Maybe the wizards will come and save us?" Princess Cynthia suggested. She was looking round wildly; James 
hoped she was after some item to brain Cyrus with. However, the room was empty. Even the loose flagstone 
was set too firmly into the floor to be pried free. 

They had nothing..except for James' guitar. 

James stared down at it.admiring the smooth finish, the polished wood, the craftsmanship that had gone into 
it. His most prized possession.the thing he loved more than anything. His hands stared to sweat as he clutched 
at the neck. 

He knew what had to be done. 


James strode forwards, ignoring the cry of alarm from the Princess. He walked right up to Cyrus. Cyrus 


stared at him blankly; his eyes devoid of all feelings. 
James breathed out a shaky sigh and readied himself. 


"Cyrus," he said, holding out the guitar to what was left of the young knight. "I'd like you to have this". 
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Cyrus raised his arms again, holding out his hands. He accepted the guitar from James. His eyes moved 
downwards, studying it carefully. James held his breath, unable to move or think. It was as if time had stopped. 


Cyrus looked up at James. "Thank you," he said. His voice was a dull monotone. "| have never had one of these 


before". 

James's mouth dropped open. Princess Cynthia gave a cry of surprise. 
"Cyrus?" she exclaimed. Cyrus turned to look at her. 

"Hello Cynthia," he said, in the same voice. 


Cynthia raced over to Cyrus and flung her arms around him. Cyrus stiffened his body, before awkwardly using 
his free arm to pat her on the back. He held the guitar tightly in his other hand. 


"Cyrus, thank goodness you're back," the Princess gasped, holding him close. 

"Is he.better?" James asked, a little dubious. 

"Of course," said Princess Cynthia She sounded truly happy. "He remembers me now!" 
"Yes," said Cyrus. 

"Uhh." said James, rubbing his chin. "But his voice?" 

"Yes definitely! He always sounds that this," Princess Cynthia explained. 


"Well, good then". James nodded, feeling glad that Lars didn't have a similar voice to Cyrus. Especially 
considering the amount that Lars talked. 


"Nol" A soft whisper from behind made James whip round. It had come from the depths of Phartronicus's 
hood. His eyes could be seen and they had a dangerous red glow to them. 


"Nol" Phartronicus repeated, louder this time. "This cannot be. The Princess and the Compliment!" 


James gaped again. In the recent excitement (and terror, obviously), he had completely forgotten about the 


Prophecy. 


"The Prophecy!" Phartronicus said, his eyes flickering between red and purple. "So it is real. The old Legend is 


true". 


James and Princess Cynthia exchanged glances. Cyrus was still standing there, stiff as a board but at least 
recognising his girlfriend. The Princess smiled and James nodded and grinned back. 


"It is said that in future days, the fair Kingdom of Mocha will be plagued by an Evil Wizard," Princess Cynthia 


said. 

"There are two who can defeat him," James added. "A beautiful princess with a pretty singing voice.." 
"and a blonde boy who plays guitar,” 

James beamed. "That's me!" 


Princess Cynthia smiled, her whole face radiant now. (Cyrus still looked emotionless but had his free arm 
around her). 


"He shall be noble and pure of spirit," Princess Cynthia quoted. "To fulfil his destiny and save the Kingdom, he 


must make the Ultimate Sacrifice". 


James gaped again His eyes went from his guitar to the Princess. She met his gaze with complete 


understanding. 
"The Ultimate Sacrifice," James said softly. 


"NO!" Phartronicus roared, making them all jump (except for Cyrus, although even he started a little). "I will not 
allow this! | cannot be defeated by mere children’. 


He raised his hand, index finger outstretched. 


"I shall blast you into oblivion," he said. "Prophecy or no Prophecy! Distrustful brats, you have not beaten me 
yet!" 
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As confident as he now was about the Prophecy, James wasn't daft enough to believe he was invincible. He 
dived out of the way of the energy bolt that Phartronicus fired, nearly falling over in his effort. The bolt 
whizzed past and vanished silently as it struck the wall. Seconds later, Phartronicus shot a fireball from the 
palm of his hand, aiming at Cyrus and Princess Cynthia. Cyrus couldn't move quickly but the Princess managed 
to drag him out of the way before it hit. There was a whooshing sound and the wall behind them exploded in 


flames. 


"Oh shit!" James muttered, feeling the heat singe his hair and the back of his neck How do we stop 
Phartronicus? What do we have to do? James tried to remember the rest of the Prophecy but it was 
difficult to think while Phartronicus was attacking from all directions. 


"You will die here and now," Phartronicus said, firing what appeared to be a bolt of lightning towards Cyrus. 
Princess Cynthia screamed as the bolt hit his chest, deflected off him and shot up towards the ceiling. It 
smashed into the rafters, causing them to explode and tumble down in a flurry of plaster and wood. Cyrus was 
knocked off his feet, Phartronicus cursed and a strange black figure appeared at the new hole in the roof. 
James had one second to recognise it as the black knight that Lord Hammett and Cliff had been battling, 
before it teetered and then fell through the hole, plummeting down and landing on the floor with a metallic 


clang! 
"My knight!" Phartronicus roared. "What does it think it is doing?" 


Cliff stuck his head through the hole, peering down. James gasped and waved towards him. Seeing James alive 


and well, Cliffs fear was replaced with elation. He grinned and waved. 

"Hey James," he called out. "Hope you didn't mind the black knight dropping in like that". 

"YOU! Impudent brat!" Phartronicus shouted. He shot a fireball at Cliff and James watched in horror as the 
flames burst up through the hole. The ceiling caught fire and began to burn like dry leaves on a hot summer's 
day. 

"Cliff" James cried out. 

"It didn't hit him," Cyrus said suddenly. "Your friend moved out of the way in time". 


'I-how do you know that?" James stammered. 


"Because | cannot hear screams of agony, as would be almost certain if a person was struck by a fireball of 


that size," Cyrus explained. "It wasn't big enough to kill him instantly" 


"Shut up you stupid machine, how dare you comment on the size of my fireballs," Phartronicus snapped. 


Cyrus flinched and Princess Cynthia looked as if one of Phartronicus's magical attacks had struck her. James 


felt for them both. Before any of them could speak, however, more peril was forthcoming. 

"The black knight!" Princess Cynthia cried. "It's recovering! Sure enough, the knight was getting to its feet and 
looking around, perhaps in search of more victims to fight. It seemed to have lost its sword but there was no 
question that it was still very dangerous. 

"Good, good. Rise up my knight and slaughter them," said Phartronicus. The ceiling continued to burn, with 
flaming plaster dropping down sporadically. The knight strode towards James and his friends, one acid covered 


foot stepping on a piece of burning wood and extinguishing it with a hissing sound. 


"James!" yelled a voice from above and looking up; James saw that Cliff was at the hole again, his jacket singed 
and his face black from smoke but otherwise alright. "Start the Prophecy man!" 


"How?" James called back. "What do we do?" 

"You gotta do music stuff," Cliff explained. "Only music can defeat Phartronicus!" 

"Be quiet!" Phartronicus shouted, his eyes flickering from red to purple again He shot another energy bolt in 
James's direction and James had to throw himself across the floor to miss it. His breath was knocked from 
him and he felt a sharp pain as he rolled across a burning lump of plaster. 


Cliff's right," said Princess Cynthia, dragging James to his feet. "I have to sing and you have to play guitar”. 


"Yeah," James grunted, his body feeling as if it had been used as a football. "l-I thought you couldn't sing 
though..." 


Princess Cynthia looked over to where Cyrus was. He was holding a long piece of wood; the one end was on fire 


and he was waving it in the direction of the black knight, trying to keep it at bay. 
| think | can sing now that Cyrus is alive and we are reunited," the Princess said. 
"Well, now would be a good time for us to find out," said James. "So we can.uhhh..” 
"What is it?" 


"My guitar," said James, pointing to Cyrus, who as still keeping a tight hold on it, despite battling against the 
black knight. "It's kinda not mine anymore". 
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Cyrus stared at James. "You wish to borrow it?" 

James nodded, hoping that Cyrus was willing to share. 

Cyrus handed the guitar back to James. "Here you are". 

"Thanks," said James, quickly pulling the strap over his shoulder. Phartronicus didn't speak, instead choosing to 
fire a bolt of lightning directly at James. It hit him right in the guitar and James cried out in dismay. Even 
though it wasn't his anymore, James would have rather have taken the hit to his body than to the precious 
instrument. Even Cyrus winced as the whole guitar lit up blue and crackled. 

"The next one will fry you like a crisp, boy!" Phartronicus roared. 

"James!" Cliff yelled, sticking his head through the hole again. "Play the guitar, man. It's all charged up now". 
"Charged?" James gasped. 

"Yeah, you just had about 10,000 volts go through it. Think of it like having a real powerful battery". 

James grinned. Phartronicus' eyes shone purple and flickered, as if they were two lamps, running out of power. 
James brushed his fingers down the strings, playing a power chord. The sound rang out, loud and strong. The 
black knight stopped in his tracks and wavered. 

"Idiotic child! You will pay for that!" Phartronicus shrieked. James readied himself to dodge an attack from the 
Enchanter but Phartronicus wasn't addressing him. Instead, he fired a bolt of lightning at the hole, aiming for 
Cliff. He missed and the bolt whizzed up through the hole. 

"James, play again!" cried the Princess. James nodded and strummed another chord. The black knight toppled 
over and slowly began to melt. Cyrus (who had wondered if the knight was a kind of automation) stared at it 


with no interest showing on his face but James had guessed by now that that was his usual expression 


"MY KNIGHT!" Phartronicus raged. "HOW DARE YOU!" He shot a fireball at James but this time James was 
ready. He played the chord of E major and the fireball deflated harmlessly, like a balloon 


‘Is working! Music is the only thing that can defeat Phartronicus," said Princess Cynthia. "With my singing and 
your playing, we shall destroy him and bring peace and happiness back to the World!" 


"Yeah," said James, so elated he almost laughed. "We've got him now for sure". 


"I do not think so," Phartronicus said, his voice suddenly different. How could it be described? Cold? Menacing? 


Terrifying? Oddly squeaky and high-pitched? 


The last one, definitely. James, Cyrus and the Princes stared at him and Phartronicus stared right back, his 


eyes now a strange shade of purple-orange. 

"Pathetic, ridiculous children! You think you can defeat me that easily? You are tragically wrong!” 

"Here he goes again," James muttered to his friends. Cliff peeped through the hole again, curious to observe 
this new happening. He was joined by Lord Hammett (who sported a cut on his forehead but otherwise seemed 
well enough) and the two Good Wizards. 

"What's this then?" Ozzy asked Dio curiously. 

Dio shook his head. "I don't know. This is certainly a new one on me". 

"At last!" Phartronicus intoned. "You all know me as an Enchanter; one who can create illusions and beguiles 
with them. This is indeed true. In fact, | could confess to you all that this form | have taken now is merely an 
illusion’. 

"That is true," Cyrus said to Princess Cynthia and James. "When | saw him first, he was a tall, strong knight". 


"Yeah, we saw that form too," said James. 


"That was an illusion, yes," said Phartronicus. "However, not quite in the way that you imagine. You see, what 


you are all viewing now is me at my lower level of power and evolution 
| am not truly like this. This form is weak, underdeveloped and amateur". 
Phartronicus nodded his head, his hood covering his eyes. His robes slowly began to pulsate.. 


"You have made me do this," he said, his voice higher pitched and more horrifying than before. Impudent 
children (yes, that goes for the machine as well), Lord Hammett and last of all, the nauseating Good Wizards." 


His robes billowed and pulsated faster... 
"Prepare to see MY FINAL FORM!" 


"Oh shit!" Ozzy muttered. 


28 


Then the robes ripped into a thousand pieces, whirling and flying around the Inner Sanctum. A brilliantly glowing 
figure could be seen, a figure much too bright to make out anything about it, except that it was humanoid 
shaped. James shielded his eyes from the glow, squinting as he tried to make out some detail on Phartronicus. 


Unless his final form was a human light bulb. 

Then the glow faded and Phartronicus was revealed! 

Princess Cynthia grabbed hold of Cyrus, trying not to scream. Cyrus blinked, his stoic expression wavering 
from the horror of what he beheld. Cliff winced, Lord Hammett shuddered and the wizards glanced at each, 
almost unable to comprehend the figure in front of them. James felt simultaneously terrified and nauseous. 


What the hell.was this new horror? 


Phartronicus was a singer from a boy bandl 
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"Heheheheheheheh," Phartroricus trilled in a high pitched voice. "So you think you can defeat me with music? 


My music will forever be more popular than your noise!" 


James felt himself engulfed with an overwhelming sensation of despair. How could he and his friends ever hope 


to stand up against such evil? 

"And | shall prove it to you," Phartronicus continued. "My most devastating magic is my music! | shall sing and 
you shall all scream in agony and perish before me". Then, he waved his arm, almost as if he was holding a 
flag aloft. The Inner Sanctum began to glow and swirl, changing from a dungeon like environment into a concert 


hall. A stage rose up out of the ground, complete with giant amps, smoke machines and multi coloured lights. 


Phartronicus pranced over to the stage like some kind of egotistical pony. 
"We're done for," James muttered. "We'll never defeat that..thing’. 

"James, no!" cried the Princess. "Don't say that!" 

"Why not? Its true”. James's voice was bitter, his shoulders slumped in defeat. 


Princess Cynthia took hold of him by the shoulders and shook him gently. "James, | know this sounds cliché but 


you've got to believe in yourself". 


"The Princess is right, man," said a familiar voice behind James. He whipped round in surprise to see Cliff 


standing there. A slightly nervous but supportive Cliff. 


"How did you get down here?" James whispered. Cliff grinned and pointed up to the wizards. 
"Because we don't know levitation spells at all, oh no," Ozzy said to Dio. Dio smiled. 


Phartronicus was now on the stage. A microphone had appeared and he was plugging it into the PA system. 


James glanced down at his guitar uncertainly. 


"I think that attempting to defeat Phartronicus would be the most logical course of action to take," Cyrus said 
to James. "If you don't try at all, you have no chance of defeating him". 


"Yeah," Cliff agreed. "At least if you lose, you'll go now fighting all brave and noble and stuff, like a true hero". 
"And giving up is not very impressive," Cyrus added. "Princess Cynthia did not give up on me". 

The Princess gave Cyrus a grateful smile and James swallowed a lump in his throat. He thought about Lars, 
still trapped in his eternal sleep. Were he, James, just going to quit and not even attempt to rescue Lars? The 
answer was obvious! 


"Are you ready?" Phartronicus shrieked from the stage. "Prepare to meet your doom!" 


"Not if you meet yours first!” James said, his spirit returning. He glanced at Princess Cynthia and she nodded 
her head. 


"Let's do it!" 


Cyrus didn't appear to be at all fazed but Cliff beamed and high fived James and up above, the wizards and 


Lord Hammett heaved a collective sigh of relief. 


"That was a close one," Lord Hammett murmured. "| thought that the horror of Phartronicus had defeated 


James". 


"Not |," said Dio. "I was certain he would come though!" Nobody, not even Ozzy would know how true Dios' 


words were. 


"You will fail, pathetic child," Phartronicus was shouting. "Why, | bet you don't even have a song ready. | have 


hundreds of songs, each one guaranteed to be more popular and to make more money than the last”. 


"Well, that's a lie for a start," Cliff said to James. "Boy band singers only even have one hit, then they're gone 
for good". 


"Come on; answer me if you can, boy!" Phartronicus squealed. "Do you have a song?" 


James nodded, his confidence growing slowly but surely. 


"| do," he said. "As a matter of fact, | have the perfect song". 
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(OK, so | have NO idea how to write a song into a story. | could just post the lyrics but I'm not sure about 
copywrites so instead, | will post a link to the song Prince Charming on You Tube). 


https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=aLNIqUXvb_8 


James started playing Prince Charming, a song that he had written with Lars some months previously. He 


played the starting riff, Cyrus's guitar was loud and clear, thanks to the electricity that had torn through it. 


"Oh no you don't!" Phartronicus yelled. He turned up his PA and waved his hand behind him. Shimmering figures 


of backing singers appeared. Phartronicus held the microphone up and began singing into it, challenging James. 


He was very loud, singing a catchy tune that would become irritating after about 30 seconds of listening. 
James winced but didn't back down. He continued to play the opening riff of Prince Charming, which could 


clearly be heard over Phartronicus's bland and bouncy earworm. 


None of James' friends spoke, as they didn't want to distract him from the music. However, they all cast him 
encouraging glances. (Of course, Cyrus wore his usual deadpan expression but it was an encouraging deadpan 


expression). 


"Oooh, here we go now!” Phartronicus sung, the microphone vibrating in agony at being forced to magnify the 
pop song. The gleaming backing singers fired up too, adding more Oooohs and Yeahs to Phartronicus's song. The 
whole Sanctum reverberated with magically autotuned pop music but still James didn't give in A microphone 


appeared in his hand (courtesy of one of the Good Wizards) and he began singing his metal song. 


James wasn't confident in his singing abilities and his voice was a little shaky at first. However, the music fired 
him up and soon his nerves vanished and he began to enjoy himself. The shimmering backing singers wavered 


and flickered at the sound of James's voice and Phartronicus looked displeased. 


"So? You think you can defeat me?" Phartronicus sang. He turned the PA even higher and his voice filled the 
Inner Sanctum. The backing singers shone brightly and the Black Knight rose up again and advanced upon James. 
Then the stones in the floor began to crack and black smoke seeped out from between them. Princess Cynthia 
gasped and Cyrus pulled her out of the way of one, a second before a shadowy figure emerged. The figure 
coalesced into another Black Knight, with an even bigger and sharper sword than the first one. 


"Oh man, not good!" Cliff muttered. 


James watched as more stones split and more and more Knights emerged. He kept singing but his voice was 
wavering a little. What if the Knights attacked his friends? How was he supposed to sing, play guitar and defend 
them? 


"Heheheheheh! You will fail and my music will reign supreme over the Universe!" Phartronicus sang. 


James shot a glance upwards, towards the hole where Lord Hammett and the wizards were watching. Surely 


they could help? Would they be able to battle the Black Knights while he and the Princess sang? 


Lord Hammett watched anxiously and Ozzy and Dio glanced at each other. Then they gazed down at James. 
Ozzy shrugged and Dio shook his head. 


"We can't help now, James". 

"Yeah mate. This is something you've got to do for yourself", Ozzy added. 

But how? James thought, frantically. The Knights were getting closer and closer and Phartronicus's song was 
getting more powerful. James was still singing but he could feel his voice quietening.the words slipping from his 
mind. 


‘James! Use your music as a weapon, remember!" Cliff urged him. "You can do it man!" 


James clutched the guitar; his mind seeing the fireball that Phartronicus had cast before deflating. Yes, that 
was it! He could defeat the Enchanter, he had to! 


James turned the volume knob up on Cyrus's guitar and resumed playing. He whacked out a power chord and 
the nearest Knight melted; turning into black goop and trickling through a gap in the cracked slab. Cliff gave 


James the thumbs up and the Princess looked relieved. 


"MY OTHER KNIGHT!" Phartronicus yelled, causing his microphone to smoke as he shrieked so loud in it. "Foolish 
boy, you will suffer for that!" 


"He's getting it," said Ozzy said, optimistic for once. 


"Yes," Dio agreed. "But, if we know Phartronicus, this is only the beginning’. 
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Ozzy and Dio did indeed know Phartronicus. But they had never witnessed his final form before and even they 
were surprised by the amount of power that it contained James played on and with each note from his guitar, 
another Black Knight was destroyed. Phartronicus sang on too, with more Knights rising up to fight, as fast as 


he summoned them, James melted them into black slime. 


"You will never defeat me! Phartronicus sang. His voice become shriller and louder and instead of Knights, he 
summoned other creatures: orcs, trolls, evil dragons, wraiths, skeletons and floating eyeballs. Some of them 
were formed from the same black substance as the Knights, while some were glowing blood red and others 
gleamed with a sickly white light. Trying to keep his nerve, James played and sang on. However, these creatures 
were more powerful and his music only slowed them down. Their forms twisted and grew and they advanced 


towards Cliff, Cyrus and the Princess. 


The Princess, of course! James beckoned her over. "You have to sing too! Only if we join together in song, can 


we defeat Phartronicus’. 


Princess Cynthia hurried over to James, shivering from the fear of the terrible creatures. A microphone 
appeared in her hand (once again, thanks to either Dio or Ozzy). Princess Cynthia stared at the microphone, as 


if she wasn't quite sure what it was. 
"She cannot sing!" Phartronicus cried gleefully. "Her voice.her one power has gone for ever!" 


The creatures loomed closer, almost with striking distance. They spluttered and cackled and the dragons drew 
in air, ready to cover everybody with what ever substance they breathed. Cliff and Cyrus appeared to be 
about to try and fight them, even though such an endeavour would mean sudden death. James met the 


Princess's eyes; his own glowing a steel blue. 


"You can sing," he said. "Cyrus is alive and we're gonna get out of here, go home and everything will be OK 


then". 


Princess Cynthia swallowed, then nodded. "All the hurt that he caused will be reversed.all that was bad will 


become good". 


"Will you stop quoting that stupid Prophecy!" Phartronicus screamed. Somehow, his voice sounded quieter, as if 
his PA system was powered with batteries and they were running out. 


James began singing Prince Charming again and the Princess, remembering the words from the first part of 
the song, joined him in a duet. Her voice was shaky and uncertain at first and from above, the Good Wizards 
frowned at each other anxiously. The creatures that Phartronicus had summoned froze in place, almost as if 


they were waiting to see what happened next. 


Princess Cynthia met Cyrus's eyes and he stared at her, unblinking. She must have seen some sign of 
confidence from him because her voice stopped shaking and grew clear and bright. James had been listening to 
music since he was born and during the I8 years of his life, had heard hundreds of singers. Yet, he had 
listened to few who could even come close to the beauty of the Princess's voice. She sang pure and sweet, as 


the sea on a fine summer's morning. She sang in harmony with James, her voice complimenting his perfectly. 


Cyrus closed his eyes, listening and Cliff stood there, totally lost in the music. The evil creatures began to 
fade: the black ones melting, the red ones boiling into steam and the white ones becoming a pale smoke. They 
howled and screamed as they were defeated. Phartronicus stared, as if he couldn't believe what was happening. 


A flicker of doubt appeared in his eyes. 


Then he sucked in a breath and resumed his song, louder and more piercing than ever. The backing singers 
shook and spilt into two, doubling up and joining in with his chorus. More and more monsters popped up, the 
same creatures as before and also new ones; formless horrors that appeared just as random shapes and 
blobs. They crawled, stormed and slithered towards James and the Princess but neither wavered. They sang 
on, clear and confident and James played the guitar, not hitting a single wrong note. The monsters shrank, 


melted, floated away and generally were destroyed. 


From above, Lord Hammett was enjoying the music too and the Good Wizards were quietly discussing the epic 


events that were coming to pass. 

"So, those blobby things, eh?" Ozzy said to Dio. "What do you reckon of them?" 

"Hmm, I'm not sure," Dio mused. "Either they are direct result of Phartronicus becoming more powerful, 
therefore, he is able to creature more terrifying creatures. Or it could be that his power is failing, therefore, 


he is only able to create formless shapes". 


"Or maybe he's just becoming desperate and is hoping to try and throw James and the Princess off guard by 
making weird ass things," Ozzy suggested. 


"Hmm, you could be right," Dio agreed. "Though we've seen worse when." He cleared his throat "Under the 


influence’. 

"Yeah, good point mate," said Ozzy. 

James and Princess Cynthia sang on, filling the Antechamber with beautiful metal music. The creatures 
dissolved into nothingness and soon, Phartronicus's backing singers began to waver too. One by one, they faded 
away, eventually leaving Phartronicus standing alone on the stage. He was furious and horrified but he 
continued on alone, prancing about like a pony on acid. 


"James, Princess, keep going!" Cliff urged them. "You're beating him. He's almost done for". 


"I believe you may be correct, Cliff," Cyrus said. "Though it could be a little early to be celebrating yet". 


But Cliffs‘ words spurred James on and he played like crazy, now enjoying himself. No longer could he hear the 
pop music, he was finally lost within his metal He and Princess Cynthia reached the finale of Prince Charming 


and the stage around Phartronicus began to shimmer as it was weakened. 


"You will not win! You can never defeat me!" Phartronicus sang, even as the stage and his PA system began to 
fade away. "Your horrible metal may continue but you will never, never destroy boy bands and pop music! We 


shall live forever!" 


Then he vanished with one final, high pitched scream, leaving nothing behind but his empty robes and a ringing 


in the ears of those present that was reminiscent of tinnitus. 
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James stood there in the Inner Sanctum, staring ahead of him where Phartronicus had previous been. He 


stared at the blank wall, trying to comprehend what had just happened, 


He was out of breath; his cheeks flushed and his hands shaky. He didn't know whether he felt elated, terrified 


or relieved. Perhaps a little bit of all three, with an extra sprinkling of relieved. 


James felt a hand on his shoulder, causing him to nearly jump out of his skin. He whipped round, half expecting 
to see the terrifying visage of the Enchanter again. Luckily, it was just Cliff, also exhausted but grinning 


happily. 
"Hey man," he said. "You did it!" 
James nodded and swallowed. 


"Well, yeah," he said, still a little out of it. He looked down at the guitar he was holding. Had a guitar really just 


helped him to defeat one of the most power evil Enchanters of all time? 


"| gotta give this back to Cyrus," James said. And then another thought occurred to him. "Oh and the Princess 
tool | didn't defeat Phartronicus, we did it together." 


"Uhuh," Cliff agreed. "I'm gonna thank her too, when she aint..busy." 

"Busy?" 

Cliff smirked and pointed behind James. Looking round, James saw Princess Cynthia had her arms around Cyrus 
and was kissing him all over his face and neck. Cyrus stood there, stiff as a tree trunk but not making an 
effort to get away. 

James raised his eyebrows at Cliff. 


"You know, | really aint sure whether the dude is a machine or not," he muttered. 


"James! Cliff" A voice called from above. James glanced up towards the hole and saw Lord Hammett waving at 


him. The Good Wizards were there too and they both looked delighted. 


"James, you and Princess Cynthia are the saviours of the Kingdom of Mocha!" Lord Hammett exclaimed. "I, and 


all the people in Mocha will never be able to thank you enough!" 


"He's right, you know," said Dio. "King Dave Mustaine the First will reward you both beyond your wildest 


dreams." 


James thought of Lars, sleeping in Wizard Torben's Tower. There was only one reward he truly wanted and 
that was to be able to awaken Lars from the curse. 


Would such a thing be possible now? Would King Dave turn him, James into a prince? And even if he did, would 
his kiss break the spell and revive Lars? 


"Poor kid, he's worn out," said Ozzy. "Lets get him and his mates home, shall we?" 


"Of course,” said Dio. "James, you and your friends stand in the alcove and Ozzy and | will levitate you up to 


the surface." 


"Uh, sure," said James. He smiled at Cliff and the two of them went over to the Princess and Cyrus. James 
wasn't sure about interrupting them, as Cyrus had actually responded and had put his arms around Princess 


Cynthia However, surely they too, would want to leave the horrible Inner Sanctum as soon as possible. 

James stood there, too awkward to interrupt them. Cliff patted the Princess on the back and she looked round. 
"Cliff," she said, a contented smile on her face. 

"Yeah, that's me," Cliff grinned. "You and Cyrus ready to get outta this place?" 


Five minutes later, the Good Wizards had indeed levitated James and the others, one by one, up the alcove 
shaft and back into the courtyard James stepped out onto the burned grass, still a little unnerved by the 
sensation of rising up through the air with nothing below his feet. Cyrus didn't appear bothered at all but 
Princess Cynthia was holding his arm tightly and Cliff looked as chilled as ever. 


James just had time to take in the state of the courtyard (absolute carnage), when Lord Hammett, Dio and 
Ozzy hurried over to congratulate him and the Princess. James was touched by their gratitude but he also 
felt terribly awkward. He didn't like to be the centre of attention at the best of times (he hid his shyness at 
being Metallica's frontman behind his music), but this was, of course, a very big deal. It wasn't every day that 


he became a hero. 


James blushed and stammered and tried hard to divert all the attention onto Princess Cynthia. However, she 
kept pointing out just how brave and noble he had been and how they would have failed horribly, if James had 
not made his sacrifice and given his guitar to Cyrus. James was finally able to remove himself from the 
spotlight by returning the guitar back to said Cyrus. He handed it over and Cyrus took it, caressing it in a 


revered fashion. 
"Thank you James," Cyrus said. 


‘Its OK," said James. "Uhh, so, can you play at all?" 


"No." 
"Well, if you want, | guess | can teach you?" 
"Yes. Thank you," Cyrus replied. 


‘Oh James!" Princess Cynthia startled him by flinging her arms around James and hugging him tightly. "You and 
Cyrus are bonding! How lovely!" 


James cast a glance at the expressionless Cyrus and grinned weakly. "Um, yeah. | guess so." 
"Right then," Dio said, beaming round at everybody. "Are we ready to return to the Kingdom of Mocha?" 


No surprisingly, everybody was. "Good, good," said Dio again, patting his hands together. "That's splendid news. 


And | now have even better news. The journey back will only take a matter of hours. 
"Hours?" said Lord Hammett in surprise. 

"Yes, indeed. We shall fly back, swifter than the wind!" Ozzy grinned and nodded in agreement. 
"We can fly?" James asked, stunned. "Like, how you levitated us before?" 


"No, not quite like that, Dio replied "Levitating you and your friends a short distance is one thing. Flying is 


another." 
"We can fly as in flying like birds," Ozzy continued. "Long distance and proper fast." 
"But we couldn't transport you all that way," Dio said. "Not unless we physically carried you." 


"Which we aint gonna do," said Ozzy. "Imagine me and him, carrying you lot. Our arms and backs would bloody 


kill us." 


"Indeed," Dio continued. "Fortunately, as well as flying, we have the ability to summon various objects and 
enchant them to fly as well." 


"Various objects?" Cliff echoed "You mean like..coffee pots and stuff." 
"Well yeah but try fitting on a coffee pot to fly off home on," said Ozzy. 


"Esteemed Wizards,” said Princess Cynthia. "I have heard tales from my father of magical flying carpets from 
the Eastern Kingdom of Tehtlee. Are you perhaps referring to similar items?" 


"Hmm, yeah," said Ozzy. "Similar. Yeah." 


"Similar and incredibly comfortable," Dio added on. He turned to Ozzy. "Shall we demonstrate?" 

"Yeah," said Ozzy, readying his staff. "I'm dying to get out of this dump and go home for a nice cuppa" 

Dio nodded serenely and also raised his staff. He murmured some strange magical words. Ozzy repeated them 
after Dio, or at least he appeared to. James was certain his ear picked up pint pot and newt sandwich in the 
magic speak but then, perhaps his ears were still recovering from Phartronicus's onslaught. 

Dio's staff shone its characteristic shade of lilac-green but this time, there was definitely a hint of magenta 
mixed in. Ozzy's staff sparkled gold and periwinkle and seemed to cause the air around it to smell of 
butterscotch. A large, shimmering item appeared, hovering about six inches off the ground. The item took 
form as a giant duvet; a pale purple duvet with a picture of a white kitten on it. 


"Woh, awesome!" Cliff said. 


"Tada! Our very own flying duvet!" said Dio proudly. "For when one of us wants to nap during an exceptionally 


long flight. 
"That's splendid!" said Lord Hammett, clapping his hands. "What wonderful magic." 
"Isn't it just," Ozzy agreed, lowering his now dull staff. 


"Well, come on then," said Dio, stepping up onto the comfortable duvet. "All aboard!" 
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James and the others mounted the duvet, settling down in various places. James trod on it cautiously, half 
expecting it to sink to the ground beneath him. However, it remained in place, floating serenely above the 


scorched grass. James sat next to Cliff, marveling at the strange magical item that was to take them home. 


"Good, is everybody sitting comfortably?" Dio enquired. "Yes? Well, lets be away thenl" He spoke a strange 
magical word and the duvet rose, slowly but surely into the air. Cliff's eyes widened and Lord Hammett looked 


a little nervous but Dio gave him a reassuring smile. 
"Don't be afraid," he said. "The duvet is enchanted so that is it impossible for anybody to fall off" 


"That's true," said Ozzy. "If you fall asleep and roll to the edge, you'll hit an invisible barrier that keeps you 


onboard. 
"That's splendid magic," Lord Hammett said, clearly impressed. 


James thought so too. He tested it by putting his arm out over the side of the duvet. Correction, he tried to 


put his arm out. Indeed, he met resistance, as if he was touching a soft but invisible wall. 


The duvet had risen to about twenty feet off the ground and now, clear of the courtyard, James and his 
friends could see Phartronicus's castle. It looked every bit like an Evil Wizard's castle: black, sinister and with 
loads of pointy turrets and darkened windows. Yet, even as they looked, the castle flickered and faded, finally 


disappearing from view. The courtyard vanished too, leaving behind nothing but a blackened, scorched area 
"Oh, where did it go?" Princess Cynthia said in surprise. "Was the castle part of an enchantment too?" 


"Yes, so to speak," said Dio. "All that we witnessed before was brought to life by Phartronicus's magic. Now 
that he has been defeated, his magic had failed and all his evil is no more." 


"Well, thank goodness for that," said Lord Hammett and even as he spoke, the blackness faded from the ground, 


leaving behind clean earth. But it would be some time before grass and plants grew there again. 


"Let us leave this place and return to Mocha Kingdom," said Dio. He spoke another magic word and the duvet 
moved forwards, swiftly and smoothly. The patch of bare earth vanished behind them as the duvet headed for 
the snowy forests to the south. 


The duvet was indeed fast. It whizzed along, picking up speed all the time. The forest below became a white and 
green blur and James found it hypnotising to watch. The sun set in the western sky, a red ball sinking lower 
and lower until it finally vanished beyond the tree tops. Stars appeared above as the sky deepened to violet. 
Despite the sub-zero temperatures outside, the area within the duvet was warm and cosy, a condition 


attributed to the Wizard's magic. 


James wanted to stay awake and watch the landscape whiz by but he was simply too exhausted. His head felt 
droopy and his eyes were insisting that he shut them by making his eyelids feel as if they had weights 
attached to them. James settled down next to Cliff, gazing sleepily at his companions. Dio was piloting the duvet 
and Lord Hammett was talking quietly with Ozzy. Cynthia and Cyrus were lying down too, Cynthia with her 


arms around Cyrus's body. His robotic, mechanical body. 

Cyrus had not regained his original body. 

The word of the Prophecy hit James like a knife thrust. 

All the hurt that he caused will be reversed.all that was bad will become good 


Had the Prophecy failed? 
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"James? Hey man, what's up?" Cliff enquired. 

James couldn't speak for a moment. He swallowed and pointed at Cyrus. 

‘Oh yeah, your new guitar pupil’, said Cliff. "He's fine, aint he?" 

"I." James began. He felt uncomfortable speaking his thoughts now, in case it made Cyrus feel bad. (Though 


James still wasn't 100% sure that he *did* have feelings. However, both Cyrus and Cynthia were looking at 


James now and he realised he was going to have to say something. And he had never been good at telling lies. 
"Why hasn't Cyrus's body turned back?" he blurted out. 
"Turned back into what?" Cyrus asked. 


"A normal human body," said James. "The Prophecy said that when Cynthia and | defeated Phartronicus, all the 


hurt he caused..all the bad stuff would go away. So that means your body should be a human one now." 


The Princess looked anxiously at James, her expression seeming to say Thats a very good point Cyrus didn't 


seem fazed at all. 
"Having a robotic body is not a bad thing," he said. "| don't want it to go away." 


James gaped and Cliff raised his eyebrows, a bit of a grin on his face. Princess Cynthia stroked Cyrus's hair, 


still concerned. 
"You don't mind?" she asked him. "You're not upset about it?" 
"No," said Cyrus. "I am quite content to be part machine." 


"Oh! That's wonderful then," Princess Cynthia beamed. She hugged Cyrus tightly and kissed his cheek. Cyrus 
responded by not attempting to escape, indicating that he liked it. 


"Say, that's cool then," Cliff said cheerfully. "| guess everybody is different and itd be a pretty boring world if 
there weren't any people out there who didn't wanna have robot bodies." He nudged James. "Right dude?" 


"Uh, sure," said James. Privately he though that Cyrus would be rather uncomfortable to hug but still, the 


Princess didn't seem bothered. 


"Come on now, you four," Lord Hammett said in an authorative tone. "I think you should be getting some sleep." 


James didn't need to be told, he was already so sleepy. He settled down once more and closed his eyes. He 
could feel the warmth of Cliff behind him and hear his relaxed breathing. Within seconds, he drifted off into a 


peaceful sleep. 
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Sometime later, James was gently shaken awake by Lord Hammett. He blinked and rubbed his eyes, as the 
daylight was very bright. 


"James, wake up. We're almost at Mocha Castle," Lord Hammett said. 

"Uhh, I'm awake, yeah". James sat up and blinked again, trying to get his bearings. It was mid morning; the sun 
already quite high in the sky and a few fluffy clouds casting shattered shadows on the countryside below. 
James could tell that they were well within the boundaries of the Kingdom because the land looked tame and 
cultivated once more. He gazed down at the farms, little villages and well kept woodlands, feeling as if he had 
been away from Mocha Kingdom for years. 

"Look Cyrus, there's home!" Princess Cynthia said, pointing south towards Mocha Castle. Sure enough, the 
Castle was still there, as it didn't have legs to allow it to wander around the Kingdom randomly. The orange 
walls gleamed in the morning sunlight and the flag bearing the image of the Flying V guitar fluttered in the 
wind from the highest tower. 


Dio took a pocket watch out of his robes and flipped it open. "Six hours and forty three minutes. Not bad, 


considering the snowstorm we passed through". 

"There was a snowstorm?" Cliff enquired. 

"Yeah and he got us lost in it," Ozzy said. 

"Lost?" Dio echoed. "My dear fellow, that was simply a detour to avoid.certain things". 

"What certain things?" Princess Cynthia asked. 

"The ones that | so successfully avoided," Dio said proudly. 

"Yeah, yeah," said Ozzy. "Anyway, we're here now, so let's land and go and pay King Dave a visit". 

Dio guided the duvet over the Castle walls, giving the guards below a bit of a shock It landed snugly on the 


lawn; James felt the gentlest of bumps as it touched down. Nick and Marty came running over, brandishing 


their halberds. 


"Intruders! Stay right where you arel" Nick shouted. “Entering King Dave's Castle on a magical flying duvet 
without permission is strictly forbidden!" 


"Nick, Marty, it's mel" said the Princess. 

"And us tool" said Dio. "The famous Good Wizards, Dio and Ozzy". 

Nick and Marty stared at the newcomers, looked at each other and lowered their weapons. 
"So it is," said Nick, relief obvious on his face. "Well, welcome back, Princess". 

"Indeed," Marty added. "Its so good to see you alive and well. We have all been so worried". 


"Your parents have hardly slept a wink since you've been gone," said Nick. "And the dragons have missed you 


too". 
"Oh!" Princess Cynthia exclaimed. "Poor Mom and Dad! And my poor babies! | must see them immediately". 


‘Of course," said Marty. "Come along and bring all your friends. Is this Lord Hammett? Well, welcome back to 


Mocha Castle, good Sir". 


Ozzy spoke a word of magic and the duvet vanished as quickly as it had appeared. James and his friends 


followed Nick and Marty towards the Main Entrance. 


James felt a tap on his arm. Looking round, he was surprised to see Cyrus walking next to him. Cyrus was 


wearing his usual none-expression and when he spoke, he sounded as flat and monotone as ever. 
9 P P 


"| must warn you James," he said. "Everybody is about to become extremely emotional. You may have to 


endure being embraced by people. Worst of all, some of them may actually cry’. 
James blinked, then nodded. "Thanks," he said. 


He felt as if he was beginning to like Cyrus. 
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Just then, the doors to the Main Entrance flew open and King Dave came racing out in a very un-kinglike 
manner. Or course, this probably had something to do with the fact that he had been looking out of one of the 
front windows when James and the others had returned. He nearly fell over his robes and down the steps but 


Advisor Ellefson (who was close by, as always), managed to grab hold of Dave and keep him on his feet. 


"Ow, thanks Junior," Dave gasped. Advisor Ellefson smiled and smoothed King Daves' robes down. By this time, 
Princess Cynthia had squealed very loudly and flung herself into King Daves' arms. 


"Father, thank goodness you're alive!" she exclaimed, holding King Dave tightly. 


"lerm." said Dave, hugging his daughter back and looking rather bemused. "Well, of course l'm alive. | wasn't 


the one who went on a quest to defeat an Evil and Powerful Enchanter". 

"Yes but..you know what | mean!" Princess Cynthia cried, kissing Dave on the cheek. 

James was glad that the King of Mocha knew what the Princess meant because he had no idea at all. 
"Everybody heroic, come inside the Palace at once," Dave said. "We must exchange emotional greetings and open 
some crates of beer. No, its alright Cyrus; you don't have to exchange emotional greetings. Cyrus? There is 
something..different about you? 


"He's alive?" Cliff suggested. 


| haven't washed my hair recently," Cyrus offered. "I am sure l'll look much more like my normal self once I've 


washed it". 

"Oh my goodness! It's the Wizards!" Advisor Ellefson squealed. "The famous Wizards! Here! At the Castle!" 
"Where?" said Ozzy, looking all round. 

"He means us, my dear fellow,’ said Dio. He beamed at Advisor Ellefson. "Charmed to meet you, young man". 
"Well, that settles it. We better crack open some wine, seeing as we've got celebrities to entertain," said Dave. 
"Come on, inside everybody!" As James and his friends entered Mocha Castle, Advisor Ellefson could clearly be 
heard asking the Wizards for their autographs. 

Ten minutes later, everybody was stationed in the Very Large Hall, which deserved its name, as it was indeed 
large. This was a good thing, as it was pretty crowded. As well as James and the others, there was Queen 


Pam, Princess Cynthia's’ six older sisters, the Great Wizard Torben, Mr Newsted, James's Aunt and Uncle, 
some random Mellotron player who had gatecrashed and Princess Cynthia's! dragons. While everybody was 


exchanging emotional greetings, James and Cyrus followed the Princess over to the dragons. 

James had never seen a real dragon and he had to admit to himself, these were the cutest dragons ever. 
There were seven, one for each colour of the rainbow. Each dragon was about three feet high, with big, round 
eyes, kitten-like faces and tiny wings that flapped eagerly when they saw the Princess. 

‘Oh, sweet babies! Mummy has missed you so much!" the Princess cried, hugging each dragon in turn. The 
dragons purred and chirped in a way that was so cute, it could cause even the toughest guy to develop 
cavities immediately. 

"Wow! They're really cute," James said. 

"Yes, they are rather appealing," Cyrus agreed. 


"James, come and pet them!" Princess Cynthia said eagerly. "They love to make new friends!" 


"Uh, sure," said James, allowing himself to be steered over to the dragons. He remembered King Dave saying 


that they didn't breathe fire and relaxed a little more. 

The dragons crowded around James, mewing and squeaking. He cautiously petted the nearest one, an orange 
dragon with shimmering scales the same colour as King Dave's hair. The dragon began to purr and Princess 
Cynthia beamed. 

"Ohhh, Franklin likes you!" she said, clapping her hands. "He is usually so shy too". 


"He is sweet,” said James, which was a cue for all the other dragons to bustle in and demand attention of him. 


"So, these are the little guys who sing to the Oolong Tea, right?" 

"Yes," Princess Cynthia said. "They sing beautifully and the tea plants grow tall and strong’. She smiled, looking 
radiant. "Before our quest, | could not sing. But now that we have succeeded, now that the Evil Enchanter is so 
more and now that we have Cyrus back." (she paused to embrace Cyrus again).."Now | can sing again and at 
last, James, you shall hear the wonder of my dragons’ voices and see the magic of the Oolong Teal" 

James’ ears pricked up. "I can hear the dragons sing?" 

"Yes, certainly". 

"But..but | thought it was a secret ceremony that nobody was meant to ever see? Or hear?" 

Princess Cynthia smiles. "It is a secret ceremony, of course. But James, you are The Chosen One. If it wasn't 


for you and your heroic, self-sacrificing nature, the entire world would have shrivelled and died horrifically. | 


think that you have more than earned your right to be witness to the Singing Ceremony’. 
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James blinked. "Uh, well when you put it that way". 

Just then, Dave came over. "The Princess is quite right," he said. "You're a hero, James and you shall be 
rewarded. However, should | assume that there is something which you look forward to more than the Singing 
Ceremony?" 

Dave indicated to his Golden Stratocaster and James' eyes widened. 


"Waking Lars up?" he said. 


"Sure!" said Dave. "So, first we can have the Knighting Ceremony, then you can go with Good Wizard Torben 
back to his Tower and break the Evil Curse that Lars is under". 


James grinned, delighted with this idea. Although it had only been just over two weeks, he felt as if a lifetime 
had passed since he had seen Lars. 

23 

Everybody who had been there during the Emotional Reunion, were now gathered in the Throne Room, ready 
for the Knighting Ceremony. Ozzy and Dio were swapping tales of wizardly adventure with Torben. Cliff was 
trying to persuade Cyrus to try weed and Princess Cynthia was telling a very emotional James's Aunt and 
Uncle just how brave and gallant he had been. 

"That Evil Wizard was really a pop singer?" Aunt Penny said with a shudder. 

"James, | knew all along you should have packed some ear plugs," said Uncle Bernard. 

King Dave and Advisor Ellefson were standing by the throne, discussing important secret matters. At last, 
Dave nodded to his advisor and Junior smiled Dave patted him on the shoulder and turned to face the crowd, 
a microphone in his hand. 

"Ok everybody, can you hear me? Good! Right, the Knighting Ceremony is about to start". 


Dave met James's eyes. "James, can you come up here please?" 


Feeling scared but excited, James nodded. Cliff gave him the thumbs up, Uncle Bernard looked rather overcome 


and Aunt Pemy patted his back and smiled. 


"Go on dear. You deserve it so much" 


James returned his Aunt's smile, rather nervously. He walked up to the throne and approached Dave, trying to 


keep his head up and not let his long hair hide his face. 

"Hey James," Dave said in a friendly manner and Advisor Ellefson gave him a reassuring smile. 

"It's alright, don't look so scared. It won't take long, honest”. 

"Im Ok," James said in a voice that suggested while he wasn't OK; he was at least able to hold it together. 
"Cool! Right then." Dave picked up his Golden Stratocaster and held it up to show everybody in the Throne 
Room. They all cheered (except for Cyrus, who simply looked impassive and Aunt Penny, who was crying into 


Uncle Bernard's shoulder). 


"James here is a hero. He saved us from Evil Wizard Phartronicus," Dave continued. "For that brave deed, l'm 


going to knight him and make him a prince". 

Dave turned to James. "Please kneel before me". 

James did as he was asked and Dave grinned at him. "Are you gonna propose to me then?" 

"Shush!" said James, going red. 

"Ahem," said Queen Pam, nudging Dave. 

"Yes, sorry dear!" Dave smiled properly and raised his Golden Stratocaster. 

"James Hetfield, for your brave deed..oh, you know what's coming, uhuh?" Dave touched James on each 
shoulder with his guitar. "There you go. Hence forthwith, from this day on you are Prince James or the Realm 


of Mocha". 


Everybody cheered, even louder than before (except for Cyrus and Aunt Penny, who was now wiping her eyes 
on a spotted handkerchief that Uncle Bernard had given her). James grinned, feeling so very happy. 


Prince James..that was going to sound SO cool when he said it to Lars! 
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"And it's not over yet," King Dave said. "Obviously, now that you've been knighted, that makes you a knight. And 


a knight needs a sword of his own’. 

"A sword?" Aunt Penny whispered to Uncle Bernard. "Do you think our James is old enough for a sword?" 
"Penny dear, he's just been on a dangerous quest to defeat an Evil Wizard," Uncle Bernard replied. 

"Yes but he could hurt himself with a sword if he's not careful." 

However, Aunt Penny couldn't voice any more or her concerns because King Dave began speaking again. 


"Of course, you're a musician knight, rather than a sword knight. As in, you used the power of music to defeat 


Phartronicus. So, a sword wouldn't really serve you well. As in, it's not your weapon of choice". 

James nodded in agreement, though he wasn't quite sure what Dave was leading up to. 

"So, as a knight but a musician knight, you need a guitar of your own," Dave said. "| know that you gave your 
original guitar to Cyrus. Therefore, allow me to present you with a ceremonial model, suitable for the occasion 


Junior?" 


Advisor Ellefson stepped forwards, holding out a black guitar case. He handed it to Dave. Dave smiled and 


beckoned James forwards again. 


"Prince James, for your services towards the Kingdom of Mocha, | wish to present you with this ceremonial 


guitar". 

James stared at Dave, wide eyed, hardly able to believe something so wonderful was happening. He had given 
his original guitar to Cyrus willingly but he had still felt a little ache (Well, OK, quite a big ache) when handing 
it over. Once the deed had been done, James had imagined himself saving up hard for a few months, until he 
could afford a new guitar. 


He had certainly not expected to receive one as a gift this way. 


"Here you are," Dave said, grinning as he gave the case to James. 


'|.thank you," James gasped, pretty overwhelmed. He could hear the people cheering behind him again (and Aunt 
Penny's excited voice as she talked to..somebody). James wanted to look and see how thrilled the crowd were 


but first, he just had to see his new guitar. 


James unzipped the case and tipped the lid back carefully. There, inside, was the most perfect guitar he had 
ever set eyes upon. The body was midnight black but somehow, still reflecting light which made it shine like 
polished ebony. The neck was long, elegant and perfectly straight. James ran his fingers across the strings; 
they felt as soft as sik but he could tell they were strong and would not break easily. The strap was 
comfortable and exactly the right length and when James put the guitar on, he had a powerful feeling as if it 
was actually a part of his body and soul. 


"What do you think, Prince James?" Advisor Ellefson asked. 


James opened his mouth to speak but no words came out. It was all too much..but in the best way possible. 
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"Yeah, he likes it, he's speechless," Dave said to Junior. Cliff came over to James and raised his eyebrows, 


impressed. 

"Man, that's one sweet guitar," he said". 

"Yeah." James was finally able to say. He grinned weakly, still overwhelmed. "l.l wonder how it sounds?" 

Its a shame | aint got my bass with me," said Cliff. "We could have a jam then, try it out, you know". 

"Yeah". James nodded. "Well have to do that later, when we have Lars back". 

Cliff grinned. "Sure thing! Hell, | bet Lars will be impressed with our adventures. It'll take ages to tell him 
everything. | bet he'll be interrupting the whole time, asking questions like what colour flowers did we see on 
the way or did we run into any Elven surfers’. 

Before James could ask Cliff if there were such a thing as Elven surfers, he was approached by King Dave and 
James and Good Wizard Torben Cliff discreetly stepped back and James brushed his hair off his face, trying 
to make himself look tidy. 

"Prince James," Torben said, smiling at James in a kindly way. (James blushed at being called Prince by such an 
esteemed wizard). "Would you care to return with me momentarily to my Tower? | would ask for your 
services in awakening my son, Lars". 


James blinked, then smiled as if he hadn't smiled in years. 


‘| would be delighted to!" 
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Half an hour later, James and Torben arrived at Torben's Tower, courtesy of Torben's new (and rather swift 
flying) hot air balloon. Wizards didn't need to always travel by magical means and sometimes, they preferred 
the more natural methods of transport. However, hot air balloons were, as a rule, rather slow and under the 
circumstances, Torben didn't think it was that out of the ordinary to enchant it to travel at 500 miles an 


hour. 


"And here we are!" Torben announced, as the balloon touched down on the top of the tower with a bump. 


Servants rushed over to secure the balloon and to help Torben and James out of the basket. 


"Thank you so much," Torben said graciously. It was difficult to exit a balloon basket gracefully when wearing 


long robes. Of course, James was wearing jeans so he didn't have that problem but the servants helped him 


out anyway. James blushed and mumbled thanks as well. He was shy, receiving all this attention 


"Well now, let us proceed to Lars," said Torben. James nodded at once. Torben led James over to a wooden 
trapdoor in the centre of the tower. There was no lifting ring or any way that James could see to open it. 
Before he could ask about this, Torben took out his wand, spoke a Mystical Word and the trapdoor rose up of 


its own accord, revealing a dark hole below. 
| really oughta start expecting more magic from now on James thought to himself. 


"After you, Prince James," said Torben. Then he shook his head. "No wait, it's too dark Allow me". Torben 
stepped into the darkness and spoke another Magical Word. His wand was now glowing luminous green as if it 


was a large glow-stick. James peered down through the trapdoor, seeing a circular stone staircase descending. 
"Now we can venture down safely," said Torben 


"Uhuh," James agreed, lowering himself down until his feet touched the top step. Torben pulled the trapdoor 
shut behind them, blotting out the square of bright blue sky. Now the only light came from his wand. It was 


rather eerie but in an interesting, not disturbing way. 


Torben and James descended the staircase, which seemed to go on forever. James watched the light from 
Torben's wand dancing on the walls; he heard their footsteps echoing on the steps. At long last, they came to a 
wooden door, once again with no handle, knob or means of entry. Torben tapped it with the tip of his wand and 


the door swung open 
James definitely recognised the room that they stepped into next. It was Lars's bedroom! 


Even though it had been over two weeks since James had last been here and even though he had had 
adventures that other could only dream about, now that he was back in Lars' bedroom, it felt as if no time 
had passed at all since James had been there before, gazing at Lars in his cursed slumber and trying hard not 


to cry. 


There was Lars, curled up on his side, sleeping peacefully; a small smile on his face. He appeared to be 
perfectly healthy. James wondered if he needed to eat or drink while under the influence of the curse. He 
didn't appear to have lost any weight. 


"There he is," murmured Torben, gently brushing Lars' hair off his face. Lars didn't even stir. 


"Are you ready, Prince James?" he asked. James swallowed and nodded. He approached the bed, all kinds of 
awful thoughts rushing through his mind. What if the kiss didn't wake Lars? What if it woke him but Lars had 
lost his memory? What if the curse had somehow wormed its way deep into Lars' subconscious and he would 


awake fine but.hate heavy metal and be a fan of boy bands. 


Stop it James! James scolded himself mentally. Youre thinking dumb things. Just go ahead and kiss Lars and 
everything will be fine! 


James leaned over Lars, gazing at his pretty face. His lips looked soft and inviting. James felt eager and self- 
conscious, fully aware than Torben was watching. His heart was beating quickly and he head felt fuzzy and 
strange. 

Here goes then! 

James took a deep breath, leaned in close and pressed his lips against Lars's lips. They were soft and sweet and 
tasted just how James had always imagined them to taste. Not that he had spent vast amounts of time 


daydreaming about kissing Lars, of course.. 


James finally, gently pulled back, gazing down at Lars. Watching, waiting. The room was silent, apart from the 
sound of breathing. 


Lars blinked. First one eye, then the other slowly opened. His lovely green eyes swam into focus and he gazed 
up at James. His ruby lips parted and he uttered three, sweet words.. 


"James, l'm hungry". 


38 


"Wow!" Lars said, gazing around at his surroundings. He and James were in a huge glass house with a glittering 
domed roof. Rows and rows of Oolong tea seedlings stretched away in front of them, vanishing into the heat 


haze. The air was humid but not uncomfortably hot and the sweet smell of nature was everywhere. 


"This is weird but cool," James said. "It's kind of like a farm indoors. Except it doesn't feel like indoors cos 


everything is made of glass". 


‘Its called a greenhouse," a voice behind the guys said. They turned round and saw Cliff standing there, 


grinning in his usual laid back way. 


"Cliff" James said in delight and Lars hugged him in a friendly manner. "Are you here for the Singing Ceremony 


too?" 


"| sure am. King Dave said that everyone who went to the quest to defeat Phartronicus was allowed to attend, 


so..here | am". 

"Awesome!" said James hi-fiving Cliff. 

"How come l'm allowed too?" Lars asked. "I slept all through the quest". 

"Dude, you're the son of the Good Wizard Torben, you're allowed by default," Cliff explained. 
"Oh, cool!" said Lars. "So, who else will be here?" 

"Um, lm not sure," James admitted. 

"Important people," said Cliff. 

"Princess Cynthia," said James. 


"Guys, of course she'll attend, she's the one whose gotta sing to the dragon," said Lars. "And maybe..oooh, 
look!" He pointed towards the entrance. "People are arriving!" 


Sure enough, the double doors swooshed open and in came those chosen few who were allowed to attend the 
Singing Ceremony. There was King Dave, carrying his Golden Stratocaster and Advisor Ellefson, eating what 
looked like cookie dough. They were followed in by Princess Cynthia (who beamed at James and waved to him 
and his pals) and Cyrus (who was holding the Princess's hand and carrying his guitar. 


The seven dragons followed Princess Cynthia in; all walking in a nice straight line except for the green one, who 


was either drunk or practising a bizarre dance. He was nudged back into line by the blue dragon, who seemed 


determined to keep them in the order of the colours of the rainbow. 


Lord Hammett appeared next and he waved in a regal manner to James, Cliff and Lars. Phartronicus followed 


him in, dressed in.actually no he didn't. | just put that in to make sure you were paying attention 

Last but not least, Good Wizards Torben, Ozzy and Dio entered the greenhouse. They had dressed very 
smartly for the occasion, with Torben wearing long silvery robes, Dio in rainbow hued robes and Ozzy with 
midnight purple robes, which were decorated with silver images of the most well known constellations. 
"Good, everybody is here," Dave said, running his eyes over the gathering. "Ok, so seats. Where are they?" 
"Did we forget them?" Advisor Ellefson asked. 


"| don't see any seats, so..yeah. | think we did". 


Dio strode over to the great but forgetful King. "Not to worry, young man. Ozzy and | can rectify that 


problem in a trifle". 


Cyrus appeared puzzled and he spoke to Princess Cynthia in a low voice. "How are the Wizards going to produce 
seats from a trifle? Nobody can sit on a trifle, they are much too soft". 


"No, no, its an expression for a short period of time," Princess Cynthia explained to Cyrus. 

While Cyrus was trying to understand what the Princess had told him, Ozzy and Dio had produced their wands. 
James watched as they chanted a mystical spell and waves their wands together in a sweeping motion. The air 
sparkled and shimmered and a gigantic plush rodent appeared! Everybody (except Cyrus) gasped in 
astonishment. 

‘Oh my!" exclaimed Lord Hammett, raising his hand to his mouth. "What is it?" 

"Marmota monax" Cyrus said helpfully. 

"Awesome!" said Cliff. "Though it looks kinda like a woodchuck to me". 

Ozzy and Dio looked at each other, rather sheepishly. 

"Well, that didn't go quite as planned," Dio remarked. 


"More like a total balls up," Ozzy muttered. 


"Come on dear chap, chin up now," Dio said cheerfully. "All we have to do is send the plush back from where it 


came from and summon a suitable number of chairs!" 


Ozzy nodded and readied his wand again. Once again, a mystical spell was chanting and much wand waving 
ensued. The woodchuck plush gleamed and then vanished. To be replaced by another gargantum plush. 
Everybody (except Cyrus) gaped and Lars giggles helplessly. 


"Goodness me, what is that?" Lord Hammett enquired. 


"Cynomys leucurus" Cyrus offered. Princess Cynthia beamed at him, impressed by his knowledge of squirrel like 
rodents. 


"Also known as the white-tailed prairie dog," said Cliff. 


Ozzy and Dio exchanged Well, what happened this time glances and Advisor Ellefson gave everyone some wise 


advice. 


"You know, standing up is excellent for strengthening the leg and lower back muscles". 
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Eventually, Dio and Ozzy managed to summon some chairs. A three seater settee appeared, followed by a bar 
stool, two gaudy deckchairs and a huge beanbag with a pattern of cute marmots on it. James and Lars sat on 
the beanbag together and Cliff perched on the bar stool, swinging his long legs over the side. 

"Much better," Dio said, nodding in satisfaction Ozzy agreed and Dave turned to face his guests. 


‘OK, so you're all sitting comfortably now. That's great! Let the Singing Ceremony begin!" 
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Princess Cynthia stood opposite her dragons, waiting patiently as they formed an orderly line. Even the green 
dragon managed to line up properly and now appeared attentive and bright. The blue dragon nodded in 
satisfaction and Princess Cynthia beamed. 

"Wonderfull Well my sweeties, are we ready? Shall we sing to the poor little tea seedlings?" 


The dragons squeaked and chirruped in agreement, heads bobbing and tails wagging. 


Dave glanced round, giving everybody a Wait until you hear this look. Lars slipped James's hand into his own 


and squeezed it. Lord Hammett nodded cordially at the Wizards. 

Then, at last, Princess Cynthia began to sing. 

Her voice was certainly as beautiful as James and all those who had been with him on the quest remembered. 
Lars, who had not heard the Princess sing before, listened in wonder. He looked as if he wanted to say 


something but managed to stay quiet, so as not to interrupt the euphonic melody. 


Then, the red dragon opened its mouth and began to sing. A sound like a floppy disk stuck in the drive 


emanated from its mouth. Lars gaped, Lord Hammett winced and James felt a sinking feeling in his stomach. 
Shit! It's gone wrong. What the hell is happening? 


But nobody else seemed to have noticed anything untoward. The red dragon sang on, in complete discord with 
Princess Cynthia's voice. The tea seedlings twitched, their leaves quivering just a tiny amount. 


Then the orange dragon took a deep breath and joined in. Its voice was very similar to the sound of somebody 


trying to unblock a sink. Lars cast James a confused glance and James shrugged. 


Next up was the yellow dragon, sounding exactly like a creaking door that hadn't been oiled in about a hundred 
years. The tea seedlings shook wildly, their leaves almost reaching towards the horrible noises. King Dave and 


Advisor Ellefson exchanged pleased glances. Cyrus stood stock still, eyes half closed as he listened to the music. 


The green dragon joined in with his siblings, bringing the sound of feedback from an amp to the party. James 
cringed, wanting to cover his ears but that seemed incredibly rude. Lars glanced from him to Cliff and Cliff 
just grinned. 


"Is going well, aint it," he said softly. 


Before James could respond, the blue dragon sang along, with an unmistakable dentist's drill tone. Now it was 
certain, all the tea plants were leaning towards the Princess and her dragons. Indigo dragon added the melody 
of chalk on a blackboard to the cacophony and then, finally.the violet dragon added her voice. The voice of a 


car engine turning over when the spark plugs were faulty. 


The tea seedlings began to grow! Their wilting leaves perked up; their greyish hue turning a deep, rich green. 
James watched as they slowly grew upwards and outwards; old leaves increasing in size and new buds 
appearing and opening up. If any of his friends were gasping in awe, James couldn't hear them, however. The 


Princess and the dragons were drowning out all other sounds with their song. 


Delicate white flowers with yellow centres opened, bringing a delicious fragrance to the air. James concentrated 
on breathing in the scent, as it just about managed to distract him from the song. Which, by the way, was 
growing louder and louder. The dragons sang on happily, their heads raised, their lungs belting out their unique 
melodies. Princess Cynthia accompanied them, her face radiant with joy. Dave watched her, blinking back manly 


tears at the sight of his youngest daughter so happy again 

The tea plants finally reached their optimum freshness and growth. One by one, the dragons’ voices faded 
away. Each dragon lowered his or her head, sighing in a contended manner as their work was done. All that was 
left was the pure tone of Princess Cynthia, until she too, finally ceased. She took a long breath, opened her 


eyes and smiled. 


"It's time for tea," she announced! 
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Half an hour later and James and everybody at the palace were inside a giant marquee, drinking the very first 


Oolong tea of the year. It was, James thought, even more delicious than he remembered. Perhaps it was 


because he hadn't drunk any Oolong tea for months or maybe it was just the euphoria of the day affecting his 
taste buds. 


"Hey James?" Lars nudged his friend. "That Ceremony was really something, wasn't it". 
"Uhh, really". 

‘Really, really?" Cliff enquired 

‘Really, really awful sounding," Lars said firmly, 

‘It wasn't that bad," James insisted. Lars raised his eyebrows. 

"OK, OK, it was terrible!" James took another sip of his tea "But, hey, it worked! We have Oolong tea again’ 
"Yeah man, that's the important thing," said Cliff. "The tea plants liked it so.all is good! 

Lars nodded, trying to look wise and enlightened. He drank some more Oolong tea. He frowned 

"But why?" he asked, unable to keep quiet. "Why did it sound so horrible?" 

"The Princess sounded beautiful," James pointed out 

"The dragons didnt" 


"Well, yeah but you gotta understand these things properly," Cliff explained. "It's all to do with the Cosmic 


Balance". 

"Whats that?" James asked, 

"You know, dude. Opposites. Day and night, sun and snow, cats and dogs, grass and water". Cliff grinned. "The 
Oolong tea is the best. So, it makes sense that the song to make it grow is gonna be the worst thing you ever 
heard". 

James shook his head. "Not quiet the worst. Phartronicus was worse". 

"True that, yeah," Cliff agreed. "But, you dudes get where l'm coming from?" 


"| think | understand," said Lars. "Kind of. Sort of". 


‘lm just gonna drink the tea and accept that you're wise and know weird stuff like that," said James. Cliff 


grinned and gave James the thumbs up. 


The evening sun shone down on the tea drinkers, bathing them all in a golden, comfortable glow. And James felt 


incredibly comfortable. He relaxed, drinking his tea and just observing everything around him. 
Lord Hammett and Jason Newsted were discussing the recent jellybean harvest, with views to which were the 


most popular flavour in Mocha. Dio and Ozzy were listening attentively to Torben, as he described a spell that 


could turn sunbeams into sousliks. Dave and Pam were feeding the dragons treats which resembled luminous 
popping candy. 

Advisor Ellefson was with James‘ Aunt and Uncle, describing his duties to Dave and how important it was to 
offer wise and sensible advice about everything. He mentioned something about choosing either an Iron Maiden 
t-shirt or a Judas Priest t-shirt. Aunt Penny nodded seriously and Uncle Bernard murmured something about 


a difficult decision 


Finally, Princess Cynthia and Cyrus were sitting in a quiet corner, discussing their adventure. The Princess had 
an arm around Cyrus and looked as happy as James did to be with Lars. Cyrus stared at her, then he smiled. 


James blinked, wondering if his eyes were playing tricks on him. Before he could decide if they were or rot, he 
was distracted by a giggle to his left. Turning to see what was happening, he saw one of Dave's elder 
daughters beckon Cliff over to her. Cliff winked at James and Lars and strolled over, looking pretty pleased. 
Lars leaned against James and nudged him again. 

"Its so neat, isn't it Jamie," he said. 

"Yeah. Really neat," James agreed. “Everything worked out just swell". 

"More than swell," said Lars. He giggled. "You know, it's almost like a.like a fairytale". 


"Lars," James laughed. He put his arm around the little drummer. "Come on dude, fairytales don't exist". 


"You suuuuuuuuuuure about that?" Lars's eyes widened; he gave James a mock innocent look. "Cos | was 
y g 


thinking that." 
‘Lars. 
"We DID get our happy ever after, see!" 


James smirked and wrapping his arms around Lars, he pulled him close and kissed him. Because real fairytales 


did not end with Danish drummers talking the evening away. 
"Hang on," Dave said to Pam. "How does it end, dear?" 


Pam beamed and obligingly passed him a pretty tome. 


"Thank you sweetiel" Dave flipped to the final page in the book "Aha, here we are". 


There was a picture of James and Lars, kissing. Dave grinned and breaking the fourth wall, he turns and looks 


at you, dear reader! 


"And they all lived happily ever after, stayed f*cking metal and drank plenty of Oolong teal” 


The End 


